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THE TRYST 



CHAPTER I 

Patbicia Mekrill, richly clad in gray duvetyne with 
moleskiii trimmings, soft shod in gray suede boots, came 
slowly down the stairs from the third story, fastening her 
glove as she went. The top button was refractory and she 
paused in the middle of the stairs to give it her undivided 
attention. The Eght from the great ground-glass skylight 
overhead sifted down in a pool of brightness about her, and 
gave a vivid touch to the knot of coral velvet in her little 
moleskin toque. She was a pretty picture as she stood there 
with that drifting light about her like silver rain, and a 
wistful look in her eyes and about her lips. 

A voice sailed out like a dart from the half -open door at 
the foot of the stairs and stabbed her heart: 

" Has Patricia gone ? ^^ 

Why would her mother always call her " Patricia ^^ in that 
formal, distant way, as if she were not intimate with her at all ? 
And she always pronounced it so unlovingly, as if it were 
somehow her fault that she had such a long-stilted name. If 
they only would call her Patty as the girls used to do at 
school. How different it all was from what she had imagined 
it the last two or three years, this home-coming, with father 
far away in South America on business. He would have 
been at the station to meet her and called her his ^^ little 
Pat I '* A sudden mist grew in her eyes. Were mother and 
Evelyn always so much bound up in each other, and so distant ? 
Their letters were that way, of course, but she had expected 
to find them different. It was all wrong keeping two sisters 
apart so long. If Evelyn hadn^t been strong enough for school 
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and college they should have kept them both at home, and 
let them grow up together as sisters should. 

The pucker on Patty^s forehead deepened as the button 
grew more troublea>me while these thoughts went through her 
mind like a flash, and then. Evelyn's voice rasped out: 

"Yes, she's gone at last, and I wish she'd never come 
back!'' 

Patty stopped trying to button her glove and stood as if 
tum^ to ice, staring down the rich Persian carpeting of the 
stair t0> the half -open door of her mother's room, one hand 
fluttering convulsively to her throat, her eyes growing wide 
with horror and amazement. 

"Hush!" said the mother's voice sharply. "Are you 
perfectly certain she's gone?'' 

" Yes, I am. I heard the door slam after her five minutes 
ago. She asked me to go with her. She fairly begged me. 
I suppose she thought she'd score a few more points against 
me ! Oh, how I hate her 1 It isn't enough that she should 
turn the head of every man that comes to the house, but she 
had to set her cap for Hal Barron. She knew he belonged 
to me and that we were as good as engaged, yet she spends 
all her smiles on him every time he comes to the house, and 
this morning a great big box of American beauties comes 
with his card for * Miss Patty MerriQ,' if you please. Bah ! I 
hate her little playful ways and her pussycat smile, and her 
calling herself * Patty.' What right has he got to call her 
Patty, I'd like to know. She asked him to, of course I How 
else would he know? I think it is cruel to have her come 
home this winter just as things were going so nicely for me. 
I thought you promised to get father to send her away some- 
where ? I don't see why she has to live here with us anyway ! 
Didn't you ask him at all? " 

" Yes, I broached the matter, but he was very severe, as 
usual, said it wasn't possible, of course, talked a lot about 
her being young and needing the protection of being here. 
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Teminded me of the conditions on which we occupy this 
house— it really was most unfortunate that I mentioned it, for 
it put him in such a mood that I didn't dare say anything about 
your trousseau — ^and the time was so short, you know — only 
a few minutes really in all ! ^' 

Then Evelyn raged in: 

" It's simply unendurable, and I can't see why you couldn't 
have done something about it before it was too late ! " 

"If I had known he was going to sail so soon ^^ 

The mother's voice was almost pleading. 

" It doesn't make any difference. You should have done 
something long ago. It's simply not to be thought of that I 
shall sit quietly and be cut out by that little pink-cheeked, 
baby-eyed kid. You can at least see that she doesn't get all 
that money to dress with, anyway. It ought to be mine. It 
takes a lot to dress me right, and you know it. I simply hcwe 
to have the things that become me. I can't put on anything 
the way she can and look perfectly stunning. I wonder where 
she got the knack, anyway. They don't teach that at college. 
The sly little cat, she just intends to show me that she can 
get any man she wants, but she shan't take away the only one 
I ever really loved, not if I have to kill her ! Oh, you needn't 
look so shocked. It won't be necessary. I'll find a way to 
get rid of her! — Mother — Did she never suspect that 
she wasn't ! '' 

'' HUSH! " hissed the mother. " Shut that door, QUICK! 
Mercy! I didn't know it was open! If a servant should 
happen to hear ! How many times have I warned you ! " 

The slamming door shut off further words and left 
Patricia standing stricken in the pool of skylight on the 
stairs. Her delicate face white as carven marble seemed to 
have suddenly turned to stone. Her small gloved hands were 
pressed against her breast and her breath was suspended in 
the horror of the moment. The power of motion seemed to 
be gone, and her impulse was to sink down right there on the 
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stairs and give way to the numbness that was creeping over her. 
Her strength had left her like water falling through sudden 
apertures. Her eyes were fixed in a blank stare of unbelief 
on the closed door just below her, and she seemed to have lost 
the power to think, to analyze, to take in what she had heard. 
It was as if unexpectedly a great rock had struck her in the 
face and stunned her. 

Then below on the first floor a door opened and steps came 
up the first flight, steps and a broom trailing over the hard 
wood. The blood returned violently to its function, and 
Patty's feet were given wings. She turned and sped up the 
few stairs and into her own room as softly as a bird might 
have gone, locked the door and dropped limply to the edge of 
her bed, staring around her room with its familiar objects 
as if to assure herself that she was really alive and the world 
was going on as usual. 

She tried to rehearse to herself the dialogue she had heard 
on the stairs and to make out what it could possibly mean. 
Always had she known there was a barrier between herself and 
her mother, and of late she had suspected it extended to her 
sister also, blut never had she thought it anything serious like 
this. Once when she was a little girl she remembered asking 
her father why her mother was not more ^^ mothery,'' and he 
had smiled — smiled with a sigh she remembered now — and 
said that it was just her undemonstrative nature, that she must 
not think because the mother did not kiss and fondle her that 
she was not loved; and she had always treasured that and 
tried to be satisfied with the cold formalities that had passed 
between them. But now — this — and Evelyn, too! It was 
beyond grasping! The only thing that seemed clear to her 
bewildered, hurt soul was that she must get away. Evelyn 
hated her and thought her trying to get away her lover. The 
only way to prove to her sister that this was not true was to 
go away and show them that she did not want any such thing. 
And she must go at once, quickly, before any one saw her. 
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Afterwards she could think what to do. Perhaps she could 
write to them and explain. She would have to think it out. 
But now she must get away. 

She arose cautiously and gave a wild glance around the 
room. Her pretty patent leather suitcase lay open on the 
window-seat half packed for a week-end house-party to which 
she and Evelyn had been invited. They were to have gone 
that afternoon. Now with a pang she realized that all the 
pleasant anticipations were impossible. She could never go 
and meet the friendly faces and know all the time that her own 
life was broken, degraded, unloved. 

She caught up a few thing s that lay scattered about the 
room, tiptoeiDg about with nodigiLter) tread than a butterfly 
would have made, and giving about as little heed to her pack- 
ing. Anything that came in her way went in, and without 
much ceremony of folding. When it was full she shut it and 
hurried to the door. Her handsome silk umbrella lolled 
across a chair and she snatched that and went softly down 
the hall toward the back stairs, cautiously workiug her way 
to the second, and then to the first floor, pausing to listen 
when she heard a servant coming, lest anyone should see her. 
She let herself out of the servants' side entrance and walked 
swiftly down the side street, turned the comer for a block and 
then took another side street, putting herself as quickly as 
possible out of her own familiar neighborhood, and reflecting 
that it was fortunate that she had been home so short a time 
that she would not be recognized by many, nor her absence 
seem noticeably startling. She could just slip away and leave 
the home and the whole field to Evelyn and they could say 
she was away and nobody wouJd think anything about it. 
There would be no shame or disgrace for her father to face 
when he returned. She felt like a little mouse that had 
suddenly been dropped from a great height, so hurt and 
stunned that all she could do was to scuttle away and hide 
imder a dark wbIL That was what she wanted now, a dark 
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place to hide, where she might close her eyes and sob out the 
hurt and perhaps by and by think out the meaning of this 
terrible thing that had come to her. 

Her own frank nature would have prompted her to go 
straight to her mother and sister and have a thorough ex- 
planation, perhaps be able to convince them that she had no 
such sinister designs as they were attributing to her, and 
that all she wanted wajs their love and a closer understanding. 
But there had been something so final, so irrevocable in the 
shock she had received that it seemed that there could be no 
mending, no possible explanation. There was nothing to do 
but get away as quietly and quickly as possible. 

The crisp, clear air brought back a fciint color into 
Patricia'fl cheeks, and took away a little of the bewilderment. 
She was able to summon a passing taxi and give directions to 
the station but during the short drive she sat as one stunned, 
and could not seem to think her way ahead of her. 

At the station she paid her fare and allowed a porter to 
carry her suitcase. 

"N^York train, Miss?'^ he asked quite casually in the 
manner of his knowing kind. 

"Why — ^yes,'* said Patricia with a sudden decision. New 
York, of course. The idea was good. That was far enough 
away, and no one woidd ever think of looking for her there. 
She had never been to New York, but what did that matter ? 
She could think all the better in a strange place. 

" Got your tickets. Miss? '^ asked the porter as they neared 
the train gate. 

" Oh 1 No I '* gasped Patricia still looking bewildered. 
She was just wondering why Evelyn had thought she wanted 
Hal Barron for her own exclusive property, and the matter 
of tickets seemed so trivial. 

" Better step to the window and get them, Miss. There 
cin't so much time. Eight this way.'' 

"Oh!'' gasped Patricia, following him blindly through 
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the crowd and bringing up at the window where three were 
already in line ahead of her. 

'^ Got your ^commodations, Miss?'' asked the porter eying 
her paternally, and deciding she needed protection. 

'^ Why — ^no — ^not yet ! *' She drew her breath in a little 
quick flutter. There were so many things to be thought of, 
and she was going away into strange scenes with no one who 
cared — oh, her father ! He had always protected her so care- 
fully! What would he think ? But her father! ''What— how 
could it all be reconciled anyway ? '' 

''Pretty late, Miss I 'Fraid you won't fare very well. 
Like me to see if there's anything left ? " 

" Oh, yes, please ! " she answered gratefully, and moved up 
to the window as the last of the line moved on. 

The porter put down the suitcase and went away for a 
moment. " Nothing left but the drawing room. Miss. Care 
to have that? " he asked anxiously, returning a moment later. 

" Oh, yes 1 " sighed Patricia gratefully, handing him a bill 
from the roll in her bag. She had no idea how much she had, 
as much as was left of her allowance that had been paid her 
a few days before. She had not bought much since but choco- 
lates, a magazine or two, and some flowers for a little sick 
girl. She had paid for her ticket and there seemed to be a 
lot left. She did not count it. It was not likely she would 
have been able to bring her mind to take in whether it was 
.much or little. Money meant nothing to her just then save 
a miserable bone of contention between herself and her sister. 
Money, what did she care about it, if she could have only 
had love and a home! She would gladly have given up the 
pretty clothes. They had not meant much to her in them- 
selves. She had always enjoyed picking them out, and wear- 
ing things that harmonized and were becoming, but that was 
such a minor matter compared to the great things of life ! 

The porter took her ticket and managed the whole affair 
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for her, and she followed him reUevedly to the gate and 
out to the train. 

It all seemed so strange, this journey, following a porter 
with her suitcase, out a train gate to a pleasant compartment. 
She had always enjoyed journeys so much before, and this 
one was like hurling herself into space, knowing not where 
she was going nor what she was going to do when she got 
there. It must be that condemned men felt this way as they 
walked to their doom I And what had she done ? Why had 
it all come upon her? Was she right in going away till she 
found out? 

This last question beat upon her brain as she felt the 
train begin to more. A wild impulse to run back and think 
it over came upon her, and she half rose from her seat and 
looked about her frantically, then sank back into her seat 
again as she realized that it was too late. The train had 
started. Besides, she could always reitum after she had 
thought about it and found out what was the right thing to 
do. With a faint idea of looking her last upon familiar things 
.she glanced out of the window and was comforted by the 
porter^s respectful salute accompanied by a smile of most 
unporterful solicitude. He had just dropped from, the front 
end of the car to the platform, and had been watching for his 
lady as the drawing room window passed. Patricia sank back 
on the cushion with a passing wonder at his care. She did not 
know that her sweet face had taken on a look like a lost Babe 
in the Wood, and that any man with a scrap of humanity left 
in his breast would be aroused by her wistful, hurt eyes to 
protect her. But it comforted her nevertheless and helped to 
relieve the tension. She put her head back and closed her eyes 
wearily. A soothing tear crept over the smart in her eyes that 
had been so intolerable. Somehow with it came a complete 
relaxation, so new to her vigorous, alert youth that it was 
fairly prostrating. She longed inexpressibly to lie down and 
sleep, yet knew she must not until the conductor had been 
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his rounds. But she put her head wearily against tHe window 
glass and watched the passing scene with unseeing eyes, as the 
city of her home trareled fast across her vision, and the train 
threaded its way gradually from crowded ciiy streets to 
suburbs, and then out into the wide open country. And yet 
she could not think. Could not eren bear to face the words 
she had heard such a little time before that had turned 
€dl her bright world into ashes, and clouded the face of 
the universe. 

The conductor came his rounds, and then the Pullman 
conductor, and she was left at last in peace. Her head 
dropped back on the cushions and she sank into a deep sleep 
of exhaustion from the shock she had received. The miles 
whirled by, the sun rose high to noon, afternoon came gaily 
OTer the western plains^ and etill she slept. 
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CHAPTER II 

The 8im was casting long, low shadows over the valleys 
and plains when Patricia awoke, her cheek crumpled and pink 
where it had rested against the cushion. She sat up sud- 
denly and looked about her startled, trying to realize where 
she was. For an instant she remembered the house-party and 
thought she was on her way; but Evelyn was to have gone 
to that, and Evelyn was not in the compartment. Then all 
in a rush came the memory of Evelyn's sharp voice rasping on 
her quivering heart, and she remembered. She was on her way 
to New York and she must have been traveling a long time ! 

She glanced at her wrist-watch and saw it was half -past 
five. She had not eaten anything since morning, and in spite 
of her trouble a healthy young appetite began to assert itself. 
She resolved not to think about anything until she had been 
to the dining-oar. At least she would be better able to bear 
the pain of it all, and think clearly after she had eaten. She 
arose and straightened her hat at the long mirror, opened 
her bag, got out a diminutive comb and fluffed her pretty hair, 
shook out her rumpled garments and wended her way to 
the diner. 

But somehow thoughts would come, and after she had 
made her selection from the menu and sat back drearily she 
found that just across the aisle from her sat a mother and 
two daughters^ and their whole atmoephere of happy comrade- 
ship brought back the sickening memory of her own unhappy 
state. She glanced out of the window to turn aside her 
gloomy thoughts and tried to interest herself in the wonderful 
landscape, but somehow the whole face of nature seemed deso- 
late. Eock and tree and sweep of plain that would have 
enraptured her eyes a day or two before were nothing more 
than a map now, a space over which she had to travel, and 
a light little laugh from one of the girls across the aisle fol- 
16 



THE TRYST IT 

lowed by the loving protest, " Oh, Mother, dear 1 *• pierced 
lier like a knife. The tears suddenly sprang into her eyes 
and she had to turn her head and pretend to be watching the 
view to hide her emotion. 

And then the errant thoughts rushed in and almost over- 
whelmed her. Why did her mother and sister feel so unloving 
toward her? Why had she ever been born into a world where 
she was not wanted ? No — ^that wouldn^t do exactly, for her 
father was always loving and kind, always understanding of 
her, always anticipating her longings and trying to supply 
their need. Perhaps he had realized how the other two felt, 
and had purposely kept her at school so long that she might 
not feel it, knowing that she was sensitive, like himself. Was 
it possible that he had missed something in them himself? 
Perhaps she ?;vas like her father and Evelyn was like the 
mother. That was it, of course. She recalled how often her 
father had repeated the phrase: '^Tou mustn't mind them; 
it's their way, little girL They are all right at hearty 
you know.'' 

For the first time the words seemed like a revelation. 
He, too, had felt the sting of the proud looks and haughty 
words, and yet he was loyaL How he must have loved her 
mother ! And of course he understood her — or had he ? Could 
anybody be lovable who had such an imnatural feeling toward 
her own child as had been shown this morning? Stay — was 
she perhaps not an own cJiUdl 

Her eyes grew wide with horror aiid she stared at the 
waiter blankly as he brought her order and set it in array 
before her. The thought seemed to reax itself up before her 
eyes like a great wall over which she could never climb, and 
for a moment she seemed to be sinking down into a horrible 
place from which there was no possible exit. For, like a con- 
vincing climax, came the words she had heard from Evelyn 
just before the door closed: ''Did she never suspect that 

she wasn't !" 

2 
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Wasii*t what? What could it possibly mean but *^ wasn't 
an own child ^' ? 

AU the pent-up loneliness of the years came down upcm 
her like a flood to overwhelm her then, and she sat staring 
blankly before her, forgetting where she was or that there were 
people looking at her. 

'^WUl you have your coflEee now or latah, lady?'' the 
hovering waiter broke in upon her unhappy reverie. He felt 
that something was wrong and could not quite make out why 
she sat and stared ahead with her dinner all nicely before her. 

She roused herself then and sunmioned an answer, scarcely 
knowing or caring what it was, but the floodtide of her 
thoughts surged back into more natural channels. How ridicu- 
lous for her to thdnk of aach a thing I She was just like a girl 
in a story, imagining a thing like that. Of course that was 
not true ; for she coidd remember her father telling her abou^t 
the night she was bom and how he sat alone and thought about 
the little new soul that was coming to his home and for which 
he would be responsible ; and how a surge of great love came 
over him at the thought. He had told her that one night 
when he bade her good-bye at the boarding school, and she 
had been more than usually dreading the parting. He had 
seemed to imderstand her so well and to anticipate her dreads 
and to know just what she needed to make her own soul 
strong. Oh, why did he have to be sent to South America 
just now when she was coming home ? If oidy he could have 
been here for a day so. that she might have had a few minutes' 
talk with him I If only he were somewhere in this country 
now that she might fly to him and ask him the meaning of 
all this that had come upon her I 

She turned to her plate and her healthy appetite reasserted 
itself and made everything taste good. It was comforting 
to think over her father's little note, left on her dressing table 
under the linen cover just where he used to leave bits of 
surprises for her sometimes when she was at home for brief 
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vacations, or in her litUe girl days before she had gone away 
at all. The note was so precious. He had not forgotten her 
CTen in his hurry. She knew every word of it, every line of 
every letter was graven in her heart : 

•• Dear Uttle Pat: " it ran, 

''This isn't the kind of homeooming I had planned for 
yon at all. A cable has called me to South America to lo<^ 
after my busineeB interests there, and I have only an hour 
to catch a train that will get me to the boat just in time, 
I'm overwhelmed with sorrow not to be at your commencement, 
little Pardy as I told you in my telegram. If I had twenty- 
four hours leeway I would wire you to go with me, but there 
isn't an hour to spare, I must make this boat or lose out. But 
never mind little Pat, you're my own brave little daughter, 
and we'll make it up when I get home, so be of good cheer, and 
dont mind the bumps on the road till I get home. 

Your disappointed old Dad, who loves you more than 

tongue can tell." 

As she went over the letter in her mind her face brightened. 
Surely, surely, how had she forgotten ! He called her '* his 
own brave little daughter.'' What a silly she had been to 
imagine she was a stray child he had picked up on the street, 
or taken from some hospital I 

And what :would he think of her running oflf in this f raatic 
way at the very flrst " bump on the road '^ ? Would he blame 
her and say she should have stayed behind and borne it ? Oh ! 
No I Surely not that I But would he have said she ought to 
have asked an explanation before going away? Perhaps — ^but 
if she had they would have been obliged to keep her whether 
they wanted her or not, because it was their duty. This way 
fli^ were relieved of her without any act of their own — and 
she was relieved of them ! Yes, that waa the truth, she just 
couldn't have faced them and kept an unmoved countenance 
after what she had heard. She would always be thinking 
iiow Evelyn had said she hated her, and the dreadful tone 
their mother had used in reply, quite as if she agreed with 
Evelyn, only it was not wise to say so. Patty gave a little 
ihiver as she remembered the hard, cold tone. Somehow 
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eeuch time fihe thonght of it the hurt was just as keen and 
new. She drew a deep breath and tried to get away from it all 
for a few minutes, forcing herself to watch the people 
around her. 

Back in her compartment she faced the now darkened 
window and frowned into the night face to face with her 
problem again. 

Oh, if she could have gone with her dear father I And yet 
even that might have made trouble, for it had often seemed 
to cause jealousy when she was alone with him for long, and 
sometimes when he had stopped at school to visit her he had 
apologized for bringing no message from them, saying that 
they did not know he was coming that way or they would 
have sent one, and she had often suspected that he had a 
reason for not telling them, so that there grew up between 
her father and herself a quiet understanding like a secret pact. 
Somehow in the light of what had happened things in the past 
geemed to take on a new significance. It was like the time 
when she went to call across the way on a neighbor never 
visited before, and looked over at her home in astonishment 
that it seemed so different from what she had thought, so now 
she seemed to be standing outside of her own life and finding 
out what it really had be^i. 

The thoughts whirled on an endless chain in her mind, 
and she was no nearer to a decision about things. Her mind 
simply seemed to refuse to act farther, except to throw back 
upon her the words she had heard that morning. Lying at 
last upon her berth she fell into a troubled sleep in which she 
seemed to toss in an endless round of puzzle and bewilderment. 

The second morning of her journey the train rolled into 
the Pennsylvania Station in New York and Patricia Merrill, 
no nearer a decision about what she ought to do, but neatly 
groomed and with shining eyes sat up and watched the 
approach eagerly. Somehow during the night the mists had 
rolled away from her mind and she wafi at peace again. 
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Whatever had been the cause of the trouble, whatever was to 
be the outcome, she was here in the great city of her heart's 
desire, and was all a-quiver to see the glories which she had 
read and dreamed about for many years. 

Plans, she had none. She grasped her shiny suitcase and 
fell into line with her fellow-travelers, for a little moment 
forgetful of the terrible thing which hod driven her forth 
from her home. 

An. attentive porter speedily relieved her of her baggage, 
and it seemed quite natural that she should give him a generous 
tip, unmindful of her rapidly diminishing resources. The 
porter herded her with a chosen few around a sheltered way 
to an elevator, and so, still in the state of luxury to which 
she had been bom, she rose to the station floor to face an 
unfriendly world single-handed and alone. 

It was not until the porter enquired where she would go 
that it suddenly occurred to her that she had made no plane 
whatever, and in a small panic she dismissed him and sat 
down in the waiting room. With a gasp of dismay she realized 
that in her unchaperoned condition she must be exceedingly 
careful. Her years of school and college had been unusually 
sheltered ones, and certain laws of social life and etiquette 
had been drilled into her very nature. Nat in an instant could 
she face the new and strange complexity of her situation and 
solve her problenu 

There were acquaintances and friends in New York, of 
course, whom she might look up and be at once sheltered and 
welcomed. But that was out of the question under the 
circumstances. She must do iiothing to bring disgrace or 
scandal on her father's honored name. No one must know 
she was there ! 

She knew the names of hotels of wide repute, of course, 
but shrank from going alone to one. Besides, in such a place 
•he was likely to be recognized by someone sooner or later, for 
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she had many school friends who lived in the East, and had 
met many people traveling in the West. 

She was glad that she had written her father just the 
night before leaving home, and would not have to write him 
again for a few days. Somehow perhaps she could plan an 
explanation which would make the Eastern postmark seem 
perfectly consistent with the kind of life he expected her 
to live during his absence. Perhaps he would think she was 
visiting a school friend, or gone East for a course of sbadj — 

or But that did not matter now. She must know what 

she was going to do immediately, to-day! 

Her eyes wandered to a company of gypsies in soiled 
and gaudy garments and many jewels who had swarmed into 
the seat across from her and she watched their absorbed 
chatter. There was a poise about the swarthy old grand- 
mother in her tiers of flowing scarlet and purple calico skirts 
that would have sat well upon some platinum-set bejeweled 
woman of society. With entire unconsciousness of the staring 
throngs she ordered her flock of sons and daughters and 
grandchildren, end Patly, fascinated, watched; saw the good- 
will, and kindliness between the whole little company, and 
felt a sudden choking aloneness in her throat. 

All at once the gypsies picked up their babies and their 
belongings and walked majestically away, as unobservant of 
any but themselves as if they had been passing by an ant hill, 
and suddenly Patricia, roused to the fact that she was hungry, 
that it was twelve o'clock, and she had not thought what she 
ought to do. 

She arose with determination and went to check her suit- 
case. Then she started out into the great unknown dly to 
find a place to eat. While she was eating £ftie could 
tiiink perhaps. 

She wandered across Seventh Avenue, across the tangled 
tracks where Broadway intersects Sixth Avenue, stopped 
timidly to glance up art the elevated, then walked on imcer- 
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tamly up Thirty-third Street and tumed into Fifth Avenue. 
Ah ! She had read and heard of Fifth Avenue, and here she 
was at last ! 

Presently she came to an inviting tea-room and dropped 
into it as naturally and happily as a flower blossoms on its 
native heath. Without thought she ordered what she would 
as was her wont, and ate with relish, watching the people about 
her^ and thinking still about the gypsies, contrasting them 
with this and that one she saw about her, wondering what 
their lives might be, and if any bad a trouble like her own. 
In the midst of her thoughts they brought her the check 
marked with the costly sum of her dinner, and when she went 
to pay it and put beside it the usual tip for the waitress, she 
had nothing left in her pocketbook but one gleaming silver 
quarter, and ten cents of that she would have to use to redeem 
liar suitcase I 



CHAPTER III 

For two midnight black minutes the gay little throng at 
Mary Elizabeth^s popular tea-room vanished into a medley of 
color and sound without meaning to Patricia Merrill's startled 
ears and eyes, while the chrysanthemums in the many paned 
windows swam like motes in the color of the room. Her head 
began to reel, and a queer f aintness and fright possessed her, 
as one who finds herself suddenly upon the brink of a bottom- 
less abyss, with more momentum on than can be instantly 
controlled. It was as if she swayed there uncertainly for long 
fractions of time anticipating a fatal plunge, whic'h was 
inevitable, no matter how hard she tried to save herself. 
Then, gropingly, her fingers found the glass of ice water just 
replenished by an observing attendant who was a judge of 
duvetyne and moleskin and had an eye for high finance. 

The cold touch of the glass to her lips, the frosty trickle 
of the water down her newly parched throat, brought her back 
to her senses once more to ask herself what had brought her 
to this stari^led brink of fear. Then over her wearied senses 
rolled the answer ahnost stalely. Why ! It was only that she 
was alone in a great and strange city without funds ! Ten 
cents between her and starvation! A paltry dime between 
her and the street! It seemed somehow trifling beside the 
great sorrow that had brought her on this sudden pilgrimage. 
After all, what was money? Just a thing with which you 
bartered for more things! One could get along without 
things. At least without many of them ! Hadn't she alwaj^ 
managed without pocket money when her allowance ran out 
before the month was up, and without borrowing, too ! Her 
father had hated borrowing and had succeeded in making her 
hate it also. Of course she had her board at the school, but 
fiuxely there must be a way for an able-bodied girl to earn 
24 
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her bread in a great city. Of course there would be I She 
had once helped another girl with her lessons at school and 
earned enough to get through till allowance time without 
asking her father for aliy in advance. There would surely be 
some way. Of course there were friends to whom she might 
apply, but they were out of the question because her hiding 
might be revealed, and father wouldn't like it to have any 
one know she had come away so peculiarly. No, she must 
meet the emergency herself, and she would ! 

She set her firm young lips and straightened up self- 
reliantly the warm blood rushing back into its normal course 
once more as her fears VMiished into the sunshine of the day, 
and the chrysanthemums and pretty ladies resolved them- 
selves sanely into their proper relations. She was able to 
look about her calmly, and face the situation. She had 
been a fool, of course, to be so absent minded as to let her 
money all get away from her so swiftly. She just hadn't been 
thinking of money. Of course if she had counted it at the 
start imd set out to save, she might have eaten toast and tea 
on the train, and have even traveled in the common car. 
That was probably what people did who earned their own liv- 
ing. She would have had enough to carry her through the 
first day or two comfortably if she had done that But there 
was no use crying over spilled milk. The money was gone 
and she must get out and find a way to earn her living. She 
had not an idea in the world what she could do, for she had 
not been educated with such an end in view. She had flut- 
tered about in her studies from science to literature, and arts, 
about as a butterfly in a garden goes from flower to flower, 
looking at them all as curious amusements, not at all con- 
nected with her daily living. She had never really taken an 
hour of her schooling seriously, although she had been a bright 
student as students go. But as for any practical knowledge 
that she could turn to now as a help in her need, it was as 
alien to her as a strange tongue. She tried to think what she 
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could do — ^what other girls did who had to earn their living. 
Anne Battell had been a statistician, and was now in a fine 
position, getting a fabulous salary. But Anne had been train- 
ing all her school life with this object in view. Norah Vance 
was doing interior decorating with a big department store in 
Chicago. Elinore had gone to China to teach music in a college. 
Theodora and Emilie Whiting were in some social work, and 
that plain little Mary Semple, who worked in the college oflSce 
for her board, was a stenographer somewhere. But they all 
had got ready for some life work, while she, Patty Merrill, 
had only been getting ready to go home and have a good time. 
It seemed she had for years just been existing till she could 
get home and enjoy being with her people, and now that she 
had got there, there wasn^t any home nor any love nor any 
people for her. Even her father was away oflE in almost 
another world, and there was no telling whether they, any of 
them, even really belonged to her at all more than in name. 
It was all dreadful and suffocating and she must not think 
about it. There were tears swelling up her throat and bursting 
into her eyes, and that good-looking young maji at the second 
table to the right was looking curiously at her. In a moment 
he would see those tears — ^he half -suspected them now — ^he 
had no right to look at her so curiously! She must brace 
up and stop the tears 1 It was all nonsense anyway ! There 
was work somewhere for her and she would just go out and 
find itl She would scare up something just as she used to 
scare up a costume out of nothing in a sudden emergency for 
a play sometimes only three minutes before the curtain rose. 
She would go out and try the first thing she came to. Maybe 
she would go up some front steps and ring a doorbell and 
ask for something ! Why not ! Anyhow she must get out of 
here into the cool air and conquer those foolish tears I 

With a little motion of proud self-reliance she gathered 
up her gloves smilingly, paid her check with a curious glance of 
awe at the lonely silver piece sliding about in the otherwise 
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empty purse and calmly made her way out of the crowded 
room, head held high, followed by the admiring glance of the 
aforesaid young man. There was not a sign about her from 
the tipof hercoral and fur toque to the tipof her suede-shod feet 
that she was going out to seek her fortune, else I'm sure from 
his eyes he might have followed her. Coolly she turned up 
the avenue when she reached the door, and made her way as if 
she had had it all planned out beforehand, and walked on up 
among the gay shoppers. 

The way seemed interesting and beautiful, and she wba 
not unduly impressed by her situation, now that she was out 
in the sunshine again with the clear, bright autumn air ting- 
ling her cheeks. There would be a way, and this was an 
adventure. Since home was not what she had hoped and she 
needs must have come away alone, why not make a game of it? 
There would be a way out somehow. There always had been, 
although, truth to tell there had never been anything reaUy 
terrible to face before. Somehow that very fact made it hard 
to believe that this was a truly serious occasion. She felt as 
though perhaps it might be just a long dream after all and 
fihe might wake up soon and find Evelyn calling her to get 
ready for that house party. Things were queer anyway. Here 
she was away off here, and but for her own act of going away — 
but for her having cc«ne downstairs at that very minute when 
Evelyn thought she was gone and began to speak — she would 
have been at that house party at this very minute, smiling 
and talking and having a good time with a lot of nice people 
and never thinking of such a thing as that some people in the 
world had to earn their living. It was queer, too, that she 
had to be bothered just now with finding some work to do when 
she needed all her time and faculties to think about what 
had happened to her. Queer that she couldn't have time to 
feel bad when a terrible thing had happened just because 
she had to find things to put in her mouth, and a place to 
sleep nights. The whole world was a queer place. It had 
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often struck her so before, at odd times, when things hadn't 
igone just right and when that ache for home had come in and 
spoiled things; but now it seemed that everything was queer, 
and hard, and always had been. 

On up the avenue the shops grew less fascinating, and 
churches lifted frequent spires with fretwork of marble, and 
gothic arch. And now great piles of marble, ornate and 
stately, cluttered up a whole block here and there, intruding 
on the busy life, like selfish cauines who have squatted in the 
way of traffic, and are too indifferent to care that they are 
impeding progress. Indifferently she recognized that these 
were mansions where her kind condescended to spend a few 
days or weeks now and then when business or pleasure caused 
them to alight briefly from their flitting pursuit of pleasure. 
What if she should walk up to one of them and demand 
employment? Well, why iiot? The next one she came to 
perhaps — ^but the next one was still with closed shutters and 
an air of not having waked up for winter yet, and her feet 
strayed farther. Another stone mansion loomed ahead, with 
carved gateways in a high and ornate stone fencing about a 
velvet patch of grass and flaunting autumn flowers. The big 
plate-glass doors in their heavy iron grills had just been closed 
with that subdued thud of perfect mechanism, and a luxurious 
electric car was roUing out the gateway as Patty came to its 
crossing. She glanced up and saw a lady sitting within, rich 
furs about her shoulders, and a painted haggard look upon her 
face that reminded her of her mother; the look of a woman 
who vms frantically trying to have a good time and being 
bored to death by it. Patty knew it well and it did not 
interest her. She would not have looked again, and would 
have passed on, but just then the glass doors shivered them- 
selves open with a little gasp of haste and a liveried person 
hurried out and made some sign that attracted the attention 
«£ ]Qie chauifeur, who stopped the car on the sidewalk directly 
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before her, eo that she had to pause and -wait until it was out 
of the way. 

The liveried person came hreathlessly to the car and spoke 
to the lady who looked annoyed: 

'* Mrs. Horliss-Cole, Miss Marjorie says some one has just 
ielephoned from a hospital that Miss Morris has met with an 
accident on the way here, and has broken her leg. She says 
youTl have to get someone else to take her place/' 

The lady in the limousine rumpled her thin forehead 
peevishly and uttered an exclamation of dismay : 

** How tiresome ! Well, Eogers, why didn^t you tell Banely 
to telephone and arrange for someone else ? '* 

'* Beg pardon, ma^am, but Banely went out for the after- 
noon an hour ago. She said you told her you would not 
need her.'* 

*^ Oh, yes, of course I Well, I suppose I must come back 

and 'phone, Miss Sylvia is so particular ! Well, Parke, 

you'll have to back in again. Eogers, you might call up the 
agency on the Mbrary 'phone. I'll come right in." 

The car rolled noiselessly hack again to the great doors 
and the lady got out and went into the house. Patty walked 
on, but her mind was full of what she had just heard. Sud- 
denly she stopped short in the way, almost upsettiug a little 
man who was racing breathlessly down town and hadn't 
counted on her being there when he got there. 

Patty's cheeks were rosy with embarrassment, and she felt 
as if he could see the guiliy thought that had stopped her 
written all over her face as he lifted his hat with a hasty 
apology and hurried on. She made a beeline for the tall 
granite fence that separated a strip of velvet green in front 
of another stately mansion from the sidewalk, and leaning 
against it tried to steady herself. Should she do it? Ought 
she? Why not? Perhaps it was the very opportuniiy for 
which she was looking! It seemed that way. Was there a 
chance in the world she would get it, she a stranger without 
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recommendatioiis ? And what ehould she call herself? It 
would not do to use the family name, both for the sake of 
her father and also because it might lead to her family finfjing 
out where she was. Assumed names were not nice things, how- 
ever, and it troubled her to even entertain the thought of one. 
But she turned swiftly now that the impulse had become a 
resolve, and walked back the block and a half she had come 
since passing the lady. The last half block she almost ran, 
for the terrible thought came to her that perhaps the lady was 
already through with her ^phoning and she might miss the 
only opportunity New York had for her. 

But a glance through the handsome iron grill work fi&owed 
the car still standing under the ample porte cochere, and she 
turned in with a wildly beating heart and cheeks that resem- 
bled lovely roses. She was so afraid that her courage would 
fail her now before she got in, and she must see that woman 
and try to get the position. Oh, she hoped it was something 
she oould do! Yet how did she know it was a position? 
Perhaps it was a dressmaker, or an entertainer, or even a 
dinner guest* Well, >vhat of it? She had heard of hired 
dinner guests. At least it could do no harm to try. And the 
lady had mentioned an agency. Perhaps it was a cook she 
wanted. No ! Nobody would call their cook ^^ Miss Morris.'* 
Nor even a waitress! And how wonderful that she should 
have overheard the woman's name! It was so much easier 
to ask for a person at the door by her name. Without it she 
would probably have been unable to gain audience. 

With hasty feet she mounted the broad stone steps and 
stood within the shadow of the arching pillars with her hand 
on the bell. She could catch the reflection of the bright 
coral knot of velvet in her hat and suddenly she felt so strange 
and queer and out of place, she who had been accustomed 
to enter such homes as an honored guest; begging entrance to 
ask for a chance to earn her living ! Almost it seemed as if she 
wast go back in a panic to tiie street and b^ lost in the throng 
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again. Only — ^what should she do to-night if she failed to 
get anything anywhere? Panic stayed her feet while panic 
also drove her away, and between the two emotions she 
wavered, setting her firm little lips and trying to keep from 
trembling as she saw the liveried person coming down some 
inner white marble steps with stately tread. Oh, crazy, crazy 
thought! Why had she followed it? What excuse could she 
find now to get gracefully away, she the daughter of an 
^ honored family, sneaking her way into the front door of a 
^ Fifth Avenue mansion to get a job to earn her living ! Appal- 
ling thought! And she had actually planned it and come 
back to carry it off! How could she possibly face this grave- 
faced servant? 

Then the plate-glass door opened with a stately sweep and 
the cold-eyed servant stood surveying her critically from the 
knot of coral on her hat to the tip of her gray suede boot. 
He evidently recognized that her attire was altogether correct, 
and with a second glance at her exquisitely fitting suede 
gloves, he opened the door an inch further and looked at her 
enquiringly. Then she opened her cold little lips and heard 
her own. voice from very far away, saying over the charmed 
words like a lesson she had learned : 

'^ I want to see Mrs. Horliss-Cole for just a moment on 
rery importattt business.^' 

The man noticed the shade of anxiety in her tone and 
glanced at her shoes and her gloves once more to reassure 
himself before he replied hesitatingly : 

^* Mrs. Horliss-Cole is very busy this morning. She was 

just going out and was called to the telephone 1 '' 

^ '* Yes, I kirow,'' broke in Patty breathlessly, '' but I won't 
keep her a minute. I think perhaps shs'll want to 
see me !'' 

The man hesitated, and looked her ovQir once more far a 
fraction of a second, appraising her garments doobtfuUy: 
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'* Not from the agency, are you ? Beg pardon, ma'aniy but 
Mifls Morris didn't send you, did she ? '* 

Patty nodded engagingly: 

"Ifs about that,'* she admitted eagerly. 

^^One moment, Miss/' he said, his dubiors defeorenoe 
changing almost imperceptibly, '^111 speak to Mrs* Horliss- 
Cole/' 

He departed and Patty found that suddenly she had all 
that she could do to control a violent trembling which had 
seized her whole body, and was absurdly manifest in her upper 
lip. Now, what should she say if she got a chance to speik 
to this grand lady ? 



CHAPTER IV 

SbHEHOW Patty's heart seemed all at once to have gone 
up in her throat, and a frightened mist was getting before 
her vision. Why had she come to this awful house anyway, 
and what should she do when that woman appeared — ^if she 
really did appear, which seemed doubtful? If she coxdd 
only get out without passing that servant again I She cast a 
wild look toward the door, and measured the distance. Then 
she saw a maid cross the hall and look toward her appraisingly^ 
and disappear again. Presently the man-servant appeared and 
walked toward her more deferentially : 

*^ Sit down. Miss. Madam will see you in a moment.*' 
He drew a chair and Patiy sank into it. Then she really had 
gained an audience! The sparkle came into her eyes once 
more. At least it was an interesting adventure. She must 
stop that trembling! 

She gripped her hands together and tried to smile. Her 
singing teacher had once told her that that helped to control 
stage fright. Well, this surely was a good time to put it to 
a test. So she stared determinedly at an ugly jade idol on a 
pedestal and smiled her sweetest smile, albeit tbeire was a bit 
of a tremble to it at the comers. Then she 80t her brains 
to work, just as she used to do in class when she kmew a hard 
question was coming to her to answer; so that wken the maid 
finally came back and summoned her into the august presence 
of the lady she was quite her reliant little self again and ready 
with what she had to say. 

The lady must have been impressed with her presence, for 
she put by the 'phone to which she had been giving an annoyed 
attention when Patty entered, and looked at her surprisedly, 
a puzzled enquiry growing in her eyes. However, Patiy gave 
her no time to voice her question. She came straight to 
the point: 

3 ^ 
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*^ I have come to ask if there is any position in your house- 
hold that I could flu? I belong to a good family who live 
at a distance from New York; I\e had a good education, and 
circumstances have suddenly thrown me on my own resources. 
I am willing to do almost anything, and if I don't know how 
I can learn/' 

She lifted her sunny eyes to the cold world-weary ones 
before her, and smiled a confiding bit of a smile that frankly 
put the whole matter in the lady's hands. 

" Did you come from the Agency ? " asked Mrs. Horliss- 
Cole. " I don't quite understand." Then to the telephone : 
*' Yes, yes. Central, I'm waiting, of course." 

^^No, I didn't come from the Agency," answered Patty 
coolly. "I was passing as they called you in and heard 
the servant say that there had been an accident and some one 
had failed you. I don't understand what kind of a person 
it is that you need, and maybe I won't do, but I need to get 
something dreadfully right away, and I thought I'd try." 

Mrs. Cole put up her lorgnette and eyed Patricia over 
thoroughly : 

" How ex-troid'nry I " she said icily. " And haven't you 
any references ? " 

'^ Eef erences ! " Patty's face grew suddenly blank with 
disappointment. " Of course ! I forgot you would need them. 
No, I suppose I haven't any. You see, I've never supported 
myself before, and I di4n't realize I would need them." 

She grew thoughtful. 

" Of course there are people here in New York I could get 
to say I was all right, but I don't think it would be wise. 
It might hurt my family very much if it was known that I 
was doing this. I guess then I will have to try and find 

something else ^" She sighed and turned toward the door 

just as a voice from the telephone receiver broke in: "No, 
Mrs. Horliss-Cole, I'm afraid I can't send you anybody before 
to-morrow. I've been talking with that woman and she says 
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she couldn't arrange to leave New York on account of an 
invalid cliild that she has to get into a home first. 
I'm sorry 1'* 

Patty had turned and was walking slowly into the hall 
when Mrs. Horliss-Cole snapped out: ^'Tell her to waitl'* 
and went on talking on the telephone. 

The maid rushed out €ind brought her back as Mrs. Cole 
hung up the receiver. As Patiy returned she noticed for 
the first time another girl, about her own age, dressed in a 
dark, handsome, tailored suit and hat, with a big skin of 
brown fox thrown carelessly across her shoulders. She was 
sitting in the window-seat with the air of waiting to speak to 
her mother before going out, and her dark eyes fixed them- 
selves on Patricia's face with a stare that was half-insolent in 
its open curiosity. 

" How soon could you come if I decided to take you ? '" 
asked the lady in a fretful tone as if somehow it was Patty's 
fault that she could get nobody else. 

** Why, right away," answered Patty, interest returning to 
her eyes. 

*^ Have you any objection to traveling and being away from 
New York for several weeks perhaps ? '' 

« Not at all.'' 

'^Mother," put in the girl in the wincjow impatiently, 
*' why don't you 'phone to Zambri's ? Yoir know they always 
have somebody." 

*^ Be still, Marjorie," said her mother. '^ Zambri was very 
impudent the last time I 'phoned him when I got that woman 
to help Hester, and besides I haven't any time this morning. 
What did you say your name was?" She turned back 
to Patricia. 

Patricia hesitated. 

'* Would you mind very much if I didn't use my own 
name? " she asked with a troubled look. ^^ I'm not ashamed 
of working, you know, but I would rather not have my family 
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find out about it for a while. Could you call me by the name 
of Fisher, Edith Fisher ? It was — my grandmothert name/' 

" It makes no dififerenee to me what name you choose to 
go by, I suppose,^' said the lady coldly. " You seem to have 
good manners, and if you have a good temper and a little 
common sense that's about all thafs necessary. I suppose I 
might as well try you. Eeferences don't amount to much now- 
adays anyway. People give references to servants just to get 
rid of them sometimes, although of course the Agency people 
usually find out about them, but if I decide to try you, how 
long will you likely stick to your job ? Provided you prove 
satisfactory, of course ? " 

Patty wrinkled up the dimples about her nose and mouth 
quaintly, *^ Why, I don't know what you want me to do, but 
if it is anything that I can reasonably do I should think I 
might promise to stay all winter. That would be my inten- 
tion. I'm not a quitter ! " There was just a suggestion of 
rippling laughter in Patty's tone. 

In spite of herself, the lady softened. Somehow one 
couldn't talk to this pretty, well-dressed child as if she were 
an ordinary servant 

^'Well, your duties won't be arduous," she said looking 
at Patty doubtfully. " My husband's sister. Miss Sylvia Cole, 
goes South to-night for a short stay and needs a companion. 
She's not an invalid exactly, but she's elderly and she's a little 
peculiar. She won't have a m^id, she's old-fashioned, you 
know. She likes to do things for herself, but she has to have 
someone with her who can do them for her when she is not 
feeling able^ and she gets lonesome, too; doesn't like to go 
around alone. ^T-But it takes a lot of patience to wait on her. 
Do you think you coidd keep youj temper? She won't stand 
anyone who is impudent." 

** Oh, I'm sure I wouldn't be impudent! " said Patiy, sud- 
denly realizing that it was not going to be all fun to go to 
>rork, and quirking in the depths of her heart at the thought 
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of the elderly ogress whom she was to serve. Ought she per- 
haps to say no, and run away quickly while the going was 
good, before she bound herseK for a winter to this peculiar 
old person? But where could she go? No, she must take 
this job if she got it, for she had a sudden terror at the 
thought of night coming on and finding her alone and penni- 
less in the great ciiy. 

"I believe I shall try you,^' said Mrs. Horliss-Cole 
thoughtfully. 

"I should say you better consult your sister-in-law. 
Mother, dear,'^ interrupted Marjorie pertly from her window- 
sill. ^^You know Aunt Sylvia. If she doesn^t like her, 
nothing doing ! '* 

" Don^t interrupt, Marjorie. Your aunt has already given 
her consent to having Mies Morris and she doesn't need to 
know the difference. I really can't be bothered to go over the 
whole long argument again. She wanted Hester, you know, 
and I simply cannot spare her with all the fall sewing to be 
done. That's all right. Miss Fisher, I think I'll engage you. 
Is your trunk packed? You'll need to be here ready to begin 
your service by four o'clock, I should say. Can you get your 
trunk ready by that time ? '^ 

*' I have only a suitcase with me,'' said Patty, suddenly 
feeling very small and alone, ^^and that's checked at the 
station. It won't take me long to get it." 

" Oh, very well. You can have your trunk sent after. 
And if you like, you can ride down to the station now and we 
can arrange about salary and hours and so on, by the way. 
Then the chauffeur can bring you back while I'm at a commit- 
tee meeting. Unless you have shopping to do. If so, he can 
wait for you." 

"Thank you, no," said Patty. "I'd rather take a little 
walk if you don't mind, unless there is something you want me 
to do. I've never been in New York before." 

Mrs. Horliss-Cole turned and stared at her curiously : 
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^^ How strange ! '' she said, as if she were an article in a 
mnseion. "You really don't look it. You have quite a 
sophisticated manner. But I don't think I shall trust you 
for a walk. It would be too easy to get lost in New York 
and the time is too short to risk it. The chauffeur can take 
you about awhile in the car and tell you the points of interest. 
Miss Cole will be getting uneasy if you are not back here by 
half -past four. Come, we'll consider that settled." 

Patricia, as she followed her employer through the luxu- 
rious period-rooms out to the car, felt suddenly depressed. 
She was glad, of course, that the matter was settled and that 
she had found something so altogether respectable as being 
companion to an old lady, and that she had f oimd it so soon. 
But somehow there was that in the curt tone of Mrs. Horliss- 
Cole which put her into another class entirely. Nothing 
imkind. Oh, no ! But a certain careless condescension in her 
manner as she swept along her wide halls, giving a last direc- 
tion to the maid^ calling the man-servant to order for allowing 
a chair to stand at a certain forbidden angle. It seemed that 
when she moved everything else had to move also, and now 
they were all following her, the man, the maid, and even her 
daughter, hurrying with long annoyed strides : 

" I should like to know. Mamma, where I come in? I've 
been waiting aU the time while you did that tiresome telephon- 
ing, and I told you I had to see you ! " 

They drifted into the car and Patricia perceived that she 
was expected to get in also. 

It seemed strange to ride out through those stem grilled 
gateways where a few moments before she had stood, a young, 
frightened stranger, watching this same car and this same 
unknown lady. And now she was in her employ and prac- 
tically pledged to remain for the winter. She felt somehow 
like a little caged thing. Why had she not waited to see the 
great Hew. city first, the dty which she had always longed to 
see and be a part of? It would have been so delightful to go 
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about it as she pleased and search out all the places of which 
she had read aad heard. But of course she must not think 
of that now. She ought just to be glad she had the position. 

Marjorie and her mother were talking earnestly. They 
paid no more attention to her presence than if she had been 
the tassel on the silk curtain of the car. It w€ls something 
about a young man of whom Mrs. Horliss-Cole did not approve. 
She told her daughter that the thing must stop right where 
it was; there must be no more correspondence, nor even a 
farewell meeting. Marjorie must arrange the matter herself, 
and not make it necessary for her parents to get into it, or 
there woxdd be no coming out for her that winter. She would 
simply be sent away to school for another year, where she could 
be watched most carefully. The young man appeared to be 
something connected with professional athletics, a prize- 
fighter even perhaps, and Marjorie had met him during her 
past year at school. He had come as coach for her basket- 
ball team. The mother had bitter blame for the teachers who 
allowed her daughter an opportimity for intimacy with one so 
low down in the social scale, and nothing but contempt fof 
the girl who had so lowered herself as to want to make a friend 
of one whom her family despised. Patricia, watching Mrs. 
Horliss-Cole's lips, was reminded of her own mother's mouth 
when she was disapproving of her, so cold and haughty. Sit- 
ting there in a stranger's car, driving swiftly toward a life of 
service for a whimsical old lady whom she had never seen, 
Patty wondered if all mothers had mouths like that. If she 
ever married and had a daughter, would her mouth look like 
that when she talked to her? Could she possibly imagine 
herself as getting so far away from a dear daughter of her 
own as to talk in that cold, hard tone to her ? 

She eyed the other girl furtively, the girl with the big, 
bold, handsome eyes and the sullen mouth, and felt sorry for 
lier. After aU, perhaps all girls were misunderstood by their 
mothers, and perhaps the mothers were misunderstood, toex 
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She could see that it might not be very pleasant for Mrs. 
Horliss-Cole to have her daughter corresponding with an 
embryo prize-fighter; but then, perhaps the mother had never 
made a friend of her daughter and therefore the girl was 
thrown on her own resources. She almost thought she would 
like to be friends with this queer, haughty girl. She reminded 
her much of a former roommate at college. But of course this 
Marjorie woxddn^t consider making a friend of her aunt's 
companion. She almost giggled a little to herself then as she 
thought of it. Companion! Companion with a capital C! 
How odd it was. And if she hadn't happened to have her 
little world upset back there a couple of days ago she would 
at this minute probably have been playing tennis or eating 
lunch on the terrace, or driving in somebody's wonderful 
racing car, or doing some one of a number of other delightful 
things at that house party. Evelyn would have been there, 
and they would have been going about together, apparently 
loving sisters, and she would have been accepting Hal Barron's 
attentions in a perfectly good sisterly innocence and never 
have suspected the hate in Evelyn's heart 

Patty awoke with a start to the fact that Marjorie and her 
mother had ceased their conversation and the girl was staring 
at her with open intent Suddenly, without meaning to in 
tiie least, Patty smiled at her, a ravishing smile of perfect 
equality and good fellowship, and after a second's surprise and 
haughty hesitation Miss Marjorie Horliss-Cole allowed a 
flicker of an answering smile to light up her own big melan- 
choly eyes so that they were really beautiful. 

But Mrs. Horliss-Cole was speaking now, as if she had 
just remembered the existence of her new dependent. She 
was not altogether sure, but this pretty young upstart needed 
a little setting down and showing of her place. And so in 
a very cool tone she began to talk about wages and duties, and 
to lay down the law pretty thoroughly about what Miss Sylvia 
Kked and disliked until Patiy was wholly indignant and a 
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trifle frightened and wished she might get out and run away — 
only there was the great dty, and night coming on with no 
money— and the impossibility of going hack to her home. 

Nevertheless there was something sweet and innately digni- 
fied about Patty, childish as she looked and sometimes seemed, 
that made it impossible to quite snub her. She had a way of 
opening her eyes wide and looking straightly and innocently 
through one that somehow froze the would-be freezer, and left 
herself untouched like a flower that did not understand it was 
being looked down upon. 

At the station Patty was not allowed to go for her suitcase 
herself, but had to surrender her check and sit xmder a long 
lecture to Marjorie from her mother, while the chauffeur went 
after it. Somehow it made her feel like a prisoner, and she 
was glad indeed when Mrs. Horliss-Cole and her daughter 
were left in front of a large dub building, and at last she was 
whirled away through a maze of city streets and out upon 
Eiverside Drive. 

The chauffeur pointed out Grant's Tomb and a number of 
other points of interest, at first condescendingly, but finally 
with a touch of respect in his voice as he saw that Patty held 
herself aloof, and presently she was taken back to the great 
house on Fifth Avenue and taken in charge by the maid she 
had seen before who took her up to a pleasant bedroom and 
told her to make herself comfortable and rest awhile until 
Miss Cole was ready to see her. 

Patty took off her coat and hat, readjusted the soft embroid- 
ered crepe overblouse, washed her face and hands, and rear- 
ranged her hair. Then she sat down with a fresh magazine 
to await her summons, but the maid presently returned to say 
that Miss Cole did not care to see her until it was liecessary. 
Patty waited until the door was shut and the maid's footsteps 
coxdd no longer be heard down the polished hall, then she said 
out loud, quite viciously, " She's just an old crab, I know, and 
I wish I was back '' — she caught her breath and her lip trem- 
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bled — " back in college ! ^ she finished bravely, and then throw- 
ing herself dawn on the pleasant-looking bed she buried her 
face in the pillow and had a good cry. After which she fell 
asleep and dreamed that she had caught the last ship for 
South America and was sailing to meet her father. 

She awoke with a start to find the maid bending over her 
with a tray in her hand: 

" Madam says you^re to have your dinner up here, and you 
will be ready to start in half an hour.*' 

She set the tray down on a little table, drew up a chair, 
adjusted a shaded electric lamp, and left the room. 

Patty sat up and watched dazedly, and then as the door 
closed after her felt that she must rush out and bring her 
back and beg her to help her get out of this awful situation. 
But she didn't. She was a good sport, was Patricia. She 
remembered just in time how her father used to call her his 
"little Paf with that tender, proud accent that meant he 
knew she would always have courage to "carry on,'' and in- 
stead she got up, washed her face again just to get the sleep 
out of her eyes, smoothed her hair, adjusted her pretty toque, 
and sat down to the inviting tray. Being very hungry she 
ate with appreciation and realized that she felt better. After 
all it was as good as a play what she was doing. And she could 
always get out of it of course if it became unbearable. She 
wouldn't be any worse off than she was before she saw Mrs. 
Horliss-Cole. Why not make a good joke of it, and see what 
would happen? Perhaps the old lady wouldn't be such an 
ogre after alL 

She was entirely ready when the summons came and fol- 
lowed the maid down through the long halls, this time to 
another door where the ear stood waiting with the old lady 
already inside. There was a gentleman standing by the door 
talking to Mrs. Horliss-Cole, and from the few words she over- 
heard she decided it must be Mr. Horliss-Cole, and it became 
evident that he was going with them to the station. Miss 
Cole's face was in the shadow and she did not speak to Fattyt 
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•ave to make an inarticulate motion of acknowledgment when 
her sister-in-law told her that here was the new Companion. 

The girl was put into the front seat with the chauflfeur, 
Mr. Horiiss-Cole got in with his sister, and they whirled 
through the briUiant lights of the city. Patty caught her 
breath with delight as they turned into Broadway, her first 
sight of the fairyland of lights, and the chauffeur half-turned 
and asked her if she spoke. So Patty sat very straight and 
tried not to look as if she saw anything, until they rolled 
smoothly into the station. 

There was a little stir as a porter rushed up with a wheeled 
chair, and Mr. Horliss-Cole gave Patty some bags to hold while 
he helped his sister out. In a moment more they were down 
the elevator and in the drawing-room compartment of the 
Pullman; Mr. Horliss-Cole had kissed his sister and departed. 

Then, and not till then, did Patty get a full view of the 
face of Miss Sylvia Cole, and Miss Sylvia looked full into 
Patty's face and took stock of her. 

" Well,'* said Miss Sylvia curtly at last, *^ you're quite a 
child, aren't you ? I thought they told me you had gray hair. 
I knew they were lying, somehow, they always do. Pretty, 
tool FU be bound! Some combination for a companion. 
A pretty child ! '' 

Patty laughed a silvery little bit of a laugh that rang 
out like a bell. 

" I'm eighteen 1 " she declared brightly, ^^ and as for my 
looks, I can't help them. Woxdd you like the hot water-bag 
on your feet? They told me you would want a hot water-bag 
as soon as you got in." 

" They told you that, did they ? WeU, then I don't. If 
they said I did, I don't. I don't want anything that that crew 
put upon me, and you can put that down and remember it 
I just want to be let alone awhile. When I want anything 
111 teH you. Now, sit down there where I can look at you.^' 

Patty sat down laughing and faced the old lady, and thus 
their journey together was begun. 



CHAPTER V 

An old man with eyes like a hawk and an arrogant beak 
Bat shriveled into an invaUd's chair in the sunniest window 
of the best suite in the hotel, querulously watching the drive- 
way that wound up among the trees, glimpsable here and there 
at open points, until it curved in with a wide sweep at the 
elaborate gateway and rolled up under the porte cochere.^J 

** You're sure the telegram said he would come on ttat 
train, Hespur? You haven't made a mistake about it? 
Where's that telegram? You've thrown it away, I suppose. 
You ought never to throw away a thing like that until the 
time for it is over. I've told you that a thousand times -'* 

" Telegram right here, sir." He laid the yellow paper in 
the trembling hand of the invalid. *^ It says he'll be on the 
afternoon train." 

" Well, isn't there more than one train in the afternoon ? '* 
queried the old man excitedly, his voice rising portentously. 
^^ What right did you have to jump to that conclusion? I've 
told you more than once ^" 

'^ If s the only train from the North, Mr. Treeves." 

" Well, what right had you to think he was coming from 
the North, you rascal? You're always so cocksure of 
yourself 1 " 

" You said he came over on a transport, sir 1 The telegram 
was sent from New York ! " 

'' Well, there, there, THERE 1 Don't say any more about 
it. He hasn't come, has he? You were wrong, weren't you? 
The hack has come up from the station, hasn't it, and he hasn't 
come ? And you knew the doctor said I mustn't be excited ! '* 

'^ He might' ve walked, sir ; they sometimes do, you know." 

^'What nonsense! Walked! The nephew of Calvin 
Treeves wdlTc up from the station when he could just as well 
44 
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ride ? He knew he could ride I I tell you, you are a fool I '* 
The old man^B face was purple with rage. 

" There's some one turned in at the drive just now, sir. 
He's carrying a suitcase, sir/' 

" What bosh ! As if my nephew would carry a suitcase ! 
Walk and carry a suitcase up to this hotel with all those hens 
and cats down there on the veranda knitting and clacking 
their tongues. He would have more respect for me than to do 
a thing like that. If he didn't, I'm sorry I sent for him! 
Ill teach him to disgrace ! " 

The trembling old claw-like hands gripped the arms of the 
chair, and the selfish old voice trembled dangerously. There 
were sparks of fire from the dim, disappointed old eyes, 
and the, puffy veins on the withered face swelled purple 
and congested. 

'^ Just keep calm a minute, sir, there's some one at the 
door. You know the doctor said you mustn't get excited, 
Mr. Treeves ! " 

'* Keep calm ! Keep calm ! " muttered the angry old man, 
trying to lift himself to his feet, and then dropping back 
helplessly with a groan. 

The man returned with a card. 

*^ He has come, Mr. Treeves." 

'^ How coxdd he ? That fellow walking wasn't my n^hew. 
He would have been in uniform- That man wore civilian 
clothes. He ought to have been in oflScer's uniform. It was 

outrageous ! An insult to the name! My nephew a 

private ! But he won enough honors to make a good showing 
even in private's uniform, and give those cats something to talk 
about at last ! " 

His eyes glittered with a gleam of triumph. 

'^Well, tell him to come up. Better late than never, 
I suppose-^ — ^" 

The old man settled back against his pillows and closed his 
eyes, drawing in a deep breath, as if gathering strength for 
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the interview. Then he sat up with a tense alertness and a 
feverish quiver of his lips that betokened his deep feeling, and 
looked toward the door as a tall, well-built young man, dressed 
in a business suit of brown, entered and looked about him. 

The young man had crisp brown curiy hair cut close, and 
pleasant brown eyes, but there was a look of aloofness about 
him as if he were holding any friendliness he might have in 
abeyance for the present. Even the attendant felt it, and if 
the truth were known perhaps honored him the more for it. 
It was a trait of the Treeveses, this independence, this being 
able to stand alone and demand respect. A look of admiration 
dawned in old Hespur^s face as he stood watching the young 
man advance into the room. 

John: Treeves walked over toward the withered little figure t 
of a man in the chair and stood, as a soldier might stand, at 
attention, although there was that in his attitude that said 
he reserved the right to his own thoughts and would give 
inward respect only to whom respect was due. 

'* You have sent for me, Mr. Treeves ? ^' 

''Why don't you call me Uncle ?^' whimpered the old 
man irascibly. 

''I understood that you did not wish to own me as a 
nephew. You disowned my father as a brother, for marrying 
my mother, and you refused to acknowledge me as your nephew 
some years ago. Why should I presume to call you Uncle? '' 

*' I sent for you, isn't that enough ? No need to have a 
nasty temper about it,'' replied the old man testily. 

*' You have sent for me. Uncle Calvin." 

The old man's face softened just a shade. 
'^ There that sounds better," he gloated like one who has 
conquered as usual. *'Now sit down and let me see what 
you're made of." 

A swift flicker of anger went over the young man's face 
and left it hard and cold : 
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*^ Thank you. I prefer to stand until I know why you 
sent for me/* 

The old man straightened up and looked at his nephew, 
half in admiration, half in fury : 

'^You prefer to stand, you young rascal!'* he fairly 
snorted. ^^ You do, do you ? Well, I prefer that you sit ! Do 
you HEAE! Hespur! Here! Make that young man sit 
down ! MAKE him sit down, I say ! ** he screamed, thrashing 
the air vigorously with a frail claw of a hand. *^ Is this the 
way that paragon of a mother taught you to behave to your 
elders, you 3^oung rascal ? Hespur ! HERE ! '* 

Hespur, the obedient, advanced coolly like a well-trained 
animal that was set to do the impossible, but was swept aside 
like a toy by the strong arm of the young giant, who wheeled 
and strode toward the door : 

^^ That will be about all ! *' he said as he paused with the 
knob of the door in his hand. I never allow my mother to 
be spoken of in that tone. I will bid you good afternoon and 
good-bye, MISTER TEEEVES.*' 

The old man sat agap in wonder. Not in years had any- 
one dared to oppose him like this ! Nay, even to reprove him. 
He was too angry and astonished for articulation. Old Hespur 
stood in line with him watching with admiration the retreat 
of the young visitor, looking down at his arm that had been 
gripped in the giant vise, as if an honor had been conferred 
upon him. This surely was a young gentleman to be proud 
of, a true chip of the old block ! 

Then while Calvin Treeves still stared and spluttered for 
words, the door opened, and the young man went out and down 
the hall. 

The old man was stunned for a second, then turned to his 
faithful servitor: 

*' Hespur ! Go ! Bring him back ! *' he pleaded like a child, 
who has been punished and is suddenly repentant. 

The yoimg man pausing before the elevator door was sud- 
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denly confronted by the old senrant, bowing before him with 
distress in his face. 

^* Oh, sir ! He is sorry ! He didn't mean it ! Come bade, 
sir, quick ! The doctor said he must not be excited, sir. He 
might have a stroke. He's a mighty sick old man, is Mr. 
Treeves, and he don't rightly know hoar disagreeable he gets.** 

" Did he say he was sorry ? " asked the young man, looking 
at the servant keenly. 

*' No, sir, he didn't say he was sorry. But he meant it, 
dr. He wouldn't rightly know how to say he was sorry. He 
never made a practice of saying he was sorry, sir ! " 

'* I should say not ! " said the nephew with flashing eyes 
and quivering upper lip, the kind of quiver that denotes a hurt 
soxd ; but he followed the serving man back albeit with his head 
held high and a haughty, stem chin. He came into the room 
once more and stood at attention. 

Again that gleam of triumph in the old eye: 

'* You young rapscallion ! " breathed the old man with a 
chuckle. " You certainly are hot headed enough ! " 

" Sir, no one may speak so of my mother without having 
to account for it. If you called me here to insult her holy 
memory, it is time that I went. You gave her a lifetime of 
insxdt and if it had not been for her forgiving spirit I would 
not have been here to-day." 

^* Oh ! " chortled the old man, *' She had an eye to my 
sending for you some day, did she? Bather long-headed, 
wasn't she ? " 

The old servitor started anxiously and looked toward the 
young man whose set jaw grew more stem and manly with 
every word, and who was looking straight into the wicked 
old eyes with an unflinching gaze : 

" Sir," said the clear young voice, '^ it was when I was a 
child, and I had told her I hated you and would never forgive 
you for the way you had treated her, and she said that !no soul 
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ought to go into eternity nnforgiven and I mnrt not refuse 
you that if you ever asked/' 

The old man blanched as if he had been struck by the 
vords, and then a wave of purple rage rolled up over his 
■withered face : 

^ Well, wait till I ask then ! '* he roared out ** I want no 
old woman's talk about eternity! I sent for you to-day be- 
cause I wanted YOU, not because I wanted forgiveness. Sit 
down, young man, and let's get to business I I tell you I won't 
be annoyed this way. You've got to do as I want you to do. 
I'm an old man, and I can't stand this excitement ! " 

He fumbled around for his handkerchief and mopped his 
congested forehead, panting for breath, as the wave of rage 
passed away and left him weak and feeble. 

'^Sir, you've got to apologise for the way you spoke of 
my mother or 111 never sit down. I know of no business I 
want to talk over with you, and if your business is not worth an 
apology I would better be going." 

The old man stopped mopping his faoe and stared at 
his nephew. 

** Apologize 1 " he muttered. "Ha! Hal Apologize! 
Why, son, I never apologized to anyone in my life. You don't 
«zpeet me to begin now ! " 

** Very well ! I will bid you good afternoon ^" 

** Stop ! " spluttered Calvin Treeves. '' STOP I I apolo- 
gize 1 Now, sit DOWN" I " He fairly shouted it 

The young man sat down sternly erect on the edge of 
the chair, but the effect was the same as when standing. 
Calvin Treeves realized this, and fairly whimpered his 
disappointment: 

** Take this other chair and be comfortable ! " There was 
almost a pleading note in the dictatorial old voice. 

*'What is your business, Mr. Treeves?" 

** Call me Uncle ^^ crooned the old man. 

** Whalt is your business, Unde Calvin ? " 
4 
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The old gleam of triumph came back : 

** That's better, nephew, that's better. Now we can talk. 
Well, my business is this. You see I'm all alone in the world. 
I'm getting to be an old man, and I'm sick. I want some one 
to belong to me, in whom I can live my life over again. In 
short, I want to get acquainted with you and feel that there 
is some one in the world to whom I can turn." 

The old man stopped and eyed the younger keenly, 
anxiously. 

The young man looked up with the stern look still about 
his mouth and eyes: 

*^I'm afraid that is impossible!" 

*^ Why ? " cringed the old man as if he had been struck. 

"Because of the way in which you treated my mother. 
You let her struggle on all those years when I was a child, 
and never offered to even help her to find something to do to 
earn her living and mine till I was old enough to help. You 
even refused to help pay the funeral expenses of your own 
brother, and when mother asked you to lend her enough to 
pay the interest on the mortgage of our house for one year 
until she could earn enough to pay you back, you told her she 
was an interloper and had cheated my father out of a fair 
start in life. Afterward, when my mother lay sick in the 
hospital for weeks and I was cared for by strangers, you never 
lifted your finger. Do you think that I could care to live on 
intimate terms with one who did all that ? " 

The old man seemed to wither and shrink before the scath- 
ing tone of the young man. His thin hands like yellow parch- 
ment clung claw-like to each other, and he cringed before the 
young eyes that condemned him. 

*^ You are very harsh in your judgment of me 1 " he put 
in plaintively. " Your father was engaged to a woman both 
beautiful and rich who would have made his life a dif- 
ferent thing ! " 
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** Ejiowing my mother, I can only rejoice for my father's 
gake that he married my mother instead of this woman ! '' 

Young voices are so cold and clear in condemnation. The 
old man shivered. 

*^ I never saw your mother 1 '* he whimpered placatingly. 

'^ That was your fault,** scathed the son. 

«ni say thia much for her, she did weU in bringing 
you up.'* 

The young man lifted scornful eyes. 

'* You know nothing about me ; how can you say that ? ** 

The cunning gleamed in the old eyes again: 

"I know all about you. Fve followed your career ever 
since you entered the army. I know you and am proud of you, 
and I want you for my own.** 

There was a curious pathetic hunger in the old voice that 
the younger man could not ignore. Because he was the son 
of such a mother, he knew he must not pass it by. 

'^Why did you do that?** he asked at last after a long 
pause of troubled thought. 

'* Because when I happened to see your name in the paper 
I was proud that there was one of my name to go over. I had 
no son myself, and was too old to have any part myself, but — 
yon were there — and I followed the war through you. I had a 
man over there finding out everything you did. I knew every 
turn you took. I know all the honors you won. Fm proud 
of you and the way you have honored the name of Treeves.** 

There was still that plaintive appeal for love in the old 
voice, the wistful look mingling with the cunning in the spoiled 
old eyes. John Treeves looked up and pondered and 
then spoke : 

'* I could not give you my ** — ^he carefully considered the 
words — ^^* affection, nor my** — ^he considered again — ^^^ confi- 
dence, sir, so long as you feel as you do about my mother. I 
think, sir, there would be always a wall between us.** 

A look of cunning twinkled into the little, old eyes : 
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"Perhaps by knowing you I should learn to know her 
better and think better of her. I have thought better of her 
since following your career. Anyhow '* — ^in a fretful tone — 
'^ that was a long time ago. Let us put it all by and begin 
again. If I made a mistake then I can^t right it now, can I? 
Suppose you begin and tell me all about yourself. I shall 
doubtless get glimpses of your mother through that Go 
ahead ! I want to know all ! '' 

The young man's lips looked stubborn at first. Eyen the 
old servant could see that the order was distasteful, that to talk 
of himself was never a favorite employment, and to talk about 
his sacred life with his beloved mother seemed a sacrilege in 
this presence. The fine brows drew down lower, and the 
whole face looked ominous. The little old man sat huddled 
in his pillows and watched fearfully. He wanted to conquer, 
more than he had ever wanted anything in his life before. 
This strong vital young man with his beauty and his inde- 
pendence, his audacity and his impudence had in these few 
minutes become of immense value to his lonely frightened old 
life. For he was frightened. He had even begun to admit it 
to himself in the still watches of the night when realily 
clutched him and made him face the future. He knew he 
had been a bad old man and a bad young man. He had had 
his own way all his life, had got himself riches and made others 
poor, had torn a tempestuous supremacy through his family 
and his neighborhood and his whole world and made every- 
body who did not fear him hate him— everybody save old 
Hespur, whom he had abused more than all. He knew, and 
wanted to buy back a little of his spent happiness by grafting 
to himself a young, strong, beautiful life; wanted to buy a 
whole Heaven for himself by making a late reparation to the 
child of the woman he had ignored in her trouble and given 
nothing but contempt He wanted to do it in his own lordly 
way and not to enter Heaven by the lowly door of repentance 
as he knew the rest of the world must do. And so he aat 
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and qaavered and hung upon the words of the young man, 
his nephew, frightened lest here too he should fail, yet deter- 
mined that he should not. 

At last the nephew looked up: 

** What do you want to know?*' he asked reluctantly. 

*' Anything, everything that you can remember,^* cackled 
the uncle joyously. 

The young brows drew down and the young voice 
was cold: 

"That would be impossible!^' he said in that tone of 
haughty withdrawal. "There is very little that you have a 
right to know. You forfeited all that long ago.'* 

The old man crouched as if he were hit and shivered in 
his padded silken robe. 

I will tell you a few things,^' went on the nephew. 
My mother and I lived in two rooms over a bakery for a 
long time and mother had to sell bread to get bread for her- 
self and me ! But she kept me in school as soon as I was old 
enough and every evening she went over my studies with me. 
Sundays we went to church, and in between services we took 
long walks in the woods when the weather was good and she 
talked to me of life. I shall never expect to hear greater 
wisdom from any lips than the things she said to me. And 
she was but a girl when she began to teach mel It was 
so that when I went to college my teachers wondered where I 
had got my advanced ideas, aad how I came to be so well 
trained in concentration, and it was all my mother's doings ! '* 

He looked up, aad the old man was still huddled silently 
in his pillows, with his bright wild eyes peering out piercingly, 
watching, listening, being condemned! 

" She slaved at fine sewing and embroidery half the night 
to keep me in school aad prepare me for college, and she went 
without everything she could without my finding out, to spend 
the money on me. I even caught her going without the neces- 
sary plain food herseK in order to have me well fed. She did 
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all that^ and denied herself everything possible, and do you 
think I could easily sit down and make friends witii a relatiye 
who let her do all that for his own brother's son, and was amply 
able to have helped her ? Not that she would have accepted 
charity. What she needed was a friend and a little kindly 
advice just to feel there was somebody back of her ready to lift 
the burden if she should fall under it. She would have paid 
with interest anything that had been loaned to her. But 
instead she was compelled to borrow from her own vitaliiy, and 
you, YOU were to blamje ! You are a bad old man ! '* 

The cool young voice pounded out each word like blows 
of a hammer driving in a spike. The old man seemed to 
shrink and shrivel before each one. 

^^ You shan't say that ! '' he snarled. ^' I never did any- 
thing wrong.'' 

*^ If s not what you did, it's what you refused to do I ** 

The old eyes quailed: 

^^ Well, perhaps, I can make it up now ! " he whimpered. 

^^No. It's too late. You can never make up what you 
missed doing.'' 

The old man sighed and lifted a trembling claw aimlessly 
to his lips as if to steady them : 

" Well, well, go on with your story 1 " he evaded. 

'^ There isn't much more. I went to work vacations and 
nights and mornings as soon as I was old enough and lifted 
as much burden as I could, and then she would have me go to 
college. I worked my way through that — ^and Seminary ^ 

'^What were you preparing for? Anything special?'^ 
There was deep interest in the old eyes. He wanted to avoid 
getting back to the discussion of his own faults. 

The young man hesitated and spoke the words as if tiiey 
were something sacred : 

^^I was preparing for the ministry." 

^ What ? " said the old man suddenly erect ^* You mean a 
diplomatic service ? " 
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** Oh, no/^ said the nephew, '* theology ! ^ 

^ You don't mean you were going to be a preacher I Oh, 
the devil 1 '' and he finished with a cackle from the tombs. 

The young man fixed him with a stem eye. 

" Oh, well, go on with your story I The war came along 
and spoiled you for any such milk-and-water woman's job as 
that ! I know the rest. Enough for the present. We'll talk 
about the war after dinner. Hespur, take the young gentle- 
man to his room. He'll want to prepare for dinner, and I'm 
going down to the dining-room myself to-night to do him 
honor. Hear that, Hespur? You can hunt out my evening 
clothes when you came back. That's all, nephew I Go and 
get ready for dinner I " 

Then quite naturally John Treeves found himself follow- 
ing the old servant to a suite of rooms directly across the hall 
from his uncle's. 

** I hope you'll be entirely comfortable," said old Hespur 
adoriQgly. ^* You'll find plenty of hot water for your bath, 
and you've only to ring and I'll come. Would you like me to 
unpack your suitcase, sir, and lay out your things? " 

** No," said John Treeves with a weary smile, *^ I haven't 
much and I'm used to doing for myself, A bath will feel 
gxxxl, however." 

Nevertheless, when he was left to himself he did not im- 
mediately proceed to the white-tiled bathroom whose door 
stood so invitiogly open, but strode to the window, thrust 
his fingers through his hair, with his elbow on the upper 
window sash and stood staring out into the beauty of the 
hotel grounds, and off at the purple misty mountains in the 
distance. But he was not seeing the beauty. He was thinking 
of what he had just said to his uncle, and his blood was still 
boiling over the remembrance of his mother and the indignities 
she had suffered from the old despot. And yet, in spite of it 
all, there had been an appeal in the old reprobate's eyes that 
somehow would not be denied. He had not meant to stay all 
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night — ^not definitely — ^yet here he was staying, and he won- 
dered if he had done right to yield even so much? 

A car was driving up to the veranda below, and its Klaxon 
attracted his gaze idly. Two travelers were getting out^ one 
an old lady, quite crippled with rheumatism apparently, and 
one a lithe young girl who sprang from the car nimbly and 
turned a charming face up to the front of the building with an 
appraising glance, then dropped her eyes with a quick motion 
and put out her hands to assist her companion. 
John Treeves started and said aloud to himself: 
''That looks like Patty MerriUI I believe it isl Tut 
going down to see I '' 



CHAPTER VI 

Miss Sylvia Cole was generally regarded by her friends 
and family as an old crab who was too important to be put in 
her place and punished for her biting sarcasm. Her keen 
insight into shams and a peculiar sense of humor were not 
generally xmderstood nor appreciated by her victims. When 
she sat facing Patricia in the sleeper that night regarding 
her future companion much in the same light that a cat regards 
a mouse with whom it intends to enjoy a playful hour before 
devouring, she suddenly came face to face with her own sense 
of humor, and burst out laughing in a dry cackle or two at the 
thought of being attended in her invalidism by this hand- 
some infant. 

'* Marjorie would have been far more suitable in appear- 
ance!^^ she declared, thinking her thoughts aloud as was 
her custom. 

*'Yes, but Marjorie wouldn^t have done as you told her 
to and I shall/' declared Patty brightly. 

^'You're no more used to doing as you are told than 
Marjorie, I can see that with half an eye I '* said the old 
lady, scrutinizing the girL 

^^ Oh, yes, rather,'* reflected the girl pleasantly. ^' Fm not 
long out of school, you know. Besides, I am eamtug my living 
now and I have to do as I'm told. Will you have that 
hot water-bag?'' 

" No, I don't want that hot water-bag now or ever. Such 
bosh lugging a drug store along just because I'm going a few 
miles from home ! Well, if you're going to do as you're told, 
you better understand that I don't want to be nagged and 
bothered. When I want anything 111 tell you, and I don't 
hire you to know more about my wants than I do. Under- 
stand? Now all I want to-night is a drink of water and to 
be let alone." 

67 
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^'That fiotmds esisy/' said Patty, smiling; ''ITl get the 
water. I^d hate to be nagged myself. It makes one fed all 
riffley inside/^ 

" Exactly/' said the old lady grimly. " I think we shall get 
on very well. And you needn't tell me any more about your- 
self than you want to. I shan't ask you.'^ 

" Thank you," said Patty pleasantly, " I appreciate that. 
Perhaps I shan't. Now, which bed is mine, or do I sit up? " 

" I'll take the lower berth and you may have the couch. 
And I like the light turned out and a screen in the window at 
the foot. I believe thafs alL Good night." 

So they slept. And in the morning they were in Wash- 
ington and drove straight to the New WiUard, took a room, 
and rested — ^at least the old lady rested. The girl sat by the 
window and silently studied out the city trying to locate the 
different points of interest and wished she might go out and 
take a walk. But she was a working woman now and must 
do as her employer wished, and her business was to stick by 
the old lady. So far that had not been difiBknilt, but she could 
see that Miss Cole was used to having her own way and might 
not be pleasant to live with if by any diance that way 
were crossed. 

They took the afternoon train soon after lunch and arrived 
at the Pine Crest Inn as the sun was beginning to slip behind 
the blue hills and send long slant shadows among the 
autumn foliage. 

"Isn't it perfectly gorgeous here?" said Patiy joyously 
as she gat out of the hack and looked up at the face of the 
great hotel sitting majestically above the grandeur in its frame 
of autumn color. The sunset rays touched her face into vivid 
beauty, and Miss Sylvia reflected with grim satisfaction that 
perhaps people would think she was bringing a lovely daughter 
to the Springs for a bit of rest before the winter's season should 
begin. She resolved to have some pleasure out of that idea and 
tucked it away in her mind for further consideration. 



THE TRYST 69 

The hall porter glided out of the door to meet them and 
attached himself to their baggage and Patty ielped Miss Cole 
up the steps. 

It was just inside the door that Patty saw John Treeves, 
hurrying down the wide staircase at the opposite end of the 
long hotel lobby, and her heart stood still within her for one 
brief second. Not since five long years ago had she seen that 
face, yet she knew it instantly, and with a bound of joy for the 
comrade of a blessed summer when she had been left behind 
in a little New York village while her family went abroad. 
Then came the instant realization that she must not be recog- 
^lized and she turned her face away and looked coolly toward 
the office desk. She was trembling all over, and trying with 
all her might to look natural and unconcerned, telling herself 
that of course he would not recognize her. She was only a 
little girl with short skirts and her hair down in two long plaits 
irhen he knew her. 

She managed to write in the register with a tolerably firm 
hand, but as she turned away toward the elevator she came 
almost face to face with Treeves. This time, however, she 
was prepared, and managed a blank unseeing stare straight 
past him, although he had stepped up and was just about to 
speak to her. In sudden panic she turned abruptly toward 
Miss Coles and began to speak to her, and ia a second more 
they were shut into the elevator and gliding upward, while the 
disappointed young man stood below hesitating, dismayed, 
but in nowise xmcertain as to her identity, or daunted as to 
the final issue. She didn^t know him. That was natural after 
five years, and she not expecting to meet him. He was 
changed, of course, but not so much. He passed his hand 
over his smoothly shaven face, and looked down at his trim 
new suit and shining footgear, glad that he was in proper 
civilian garb to meet her. Then he strode to the register to 
get the nimiber of her room and send up his card. She 
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would know that anyway, if she did not recognize his 
grown-up face. 

But he stood before the register page with a startled, un- 
believing look, for there before him right on the page, where 
he had seen her writing there glared out at him two strange 
names: ^^Miss Sylvia Cole, New York; Miss Edith Fisher, 
New York/' 

Her name was not there ! What could it mean? Had his 
eyes deceived him? He had been mistaken, of course, but 
how strange that there could be two people in the world with 
that look in their eyes. Well, it had shown him one thing 
and that was that he wanted to look up Patricia Merrill right 
away and have a talk with her. He had felt a desire for 
something to comfort his homesick soul ever since he landed, 
and now he knew what it was. He needed the soothing, uplift- 
ing presence of a woman who understood him. His mother 
was gone, but there was one girl who had seemed to xmderstand 
him once and who was closely associated with his mother's 
sweet memory. He would like to see that girll This 
stranger, Edith Fisher, or Sylvia Cole, whichever she might 
be, had looked enough like Patricia to be her sister. He was 
glad he had seen her. He would watch for her in the dining- 
room. It would be good to look again and recall the sweet 
lines of the face of his little pal, Patty. And then, just as 
soon as he could get free from his old rascal of an uncle, and 
get a few other things fixed up, he would take a trip out West 
and see if he could find her. Perhaps he might manage to 
satisfy his antique relative's curiosity and get away in the 
morning, in which case he could take the western trip at once. 
He turned with a sigh and made his way back to his room, 
where he found his impatient uncle's servitor already demand- 
ing his presence again. He hastened through a brief toilet 
and presented himself before his uncle. 

The old man sat in his wheeled chair in full evening garb 
looking more ghoulish than ever in the dead black and white of 
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dinner coat and stiff collar. The bright, restless eyes fixed 
themselves in a kind of gloating satisfaction on the young man. 
It was a possessive, selfish look such as he had worn all his life 
with regard to anything he desired, and reached after, and 
acquired and hoarded, almost the strongest element in it being 
to keep it from others. Before he had seen this young maa, 
even when he was still following his honorable career in the 
army, he had not been quite sure whether he would seize this 
prize or fling it aside as unworthy; but now the old eyes 
snapped with pleasure, and the jaw set firmly with determina- 
tion. This yoimg man was his; no one, not even the fellow him- 
self, should say him nay. What a wonderful set of shoulders he 
had! What line of limb and curve of feature 1 Heavens! 
How handsome he was ! He must have got that from that 
poor little country upstart of a mother. Sometimes country 
girls were that way, healthy and handsome, and a strain of 
such stock wasnH a bad thing in blood that had been blue for 
centuries. Now it was over, and she out of the way he could 
afford to let bygones be bygones. For the boy certainly 
was stunning! What a sensation he would make in New 
York society ! 

Already he was planning his life for Mm — ^travel and polish 
and dubs ! The right women 1 Gad 1 What a hit he would 
make with the women ! But he would take good care to fix 
things so that he couldn't make his father's mistake. The 
hoarded millions would come in there all right. He would 
tie them up in such a way that the boy could only marry a 
desirable girL He must leam to keep the other kind of 
girl in the backgroimd where other respectable young men 
of wealth and reputation kept their amours. But he would 
leam. There was keen intelligence behind those eyes. And 
he knew just where to get the right tutors. He rubbed his 
hands together in glee. Already he could see the flaring head- 
lines bearing the name of the young and talented nephew of 
Calvin Treeves, the multimillionaire I Ah! What a future I 
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He could bear, now, to sit back in a wheeled chair and know 
that his hour was over, for now he could live again through 
the career of this young man. It almost seemed as if Calvin 
Treeves must be a corpse dressed up, save for the weird twitch- 
ing of Kps and brow. The keen little eyes focused eagerly 
and with satisfaction on the broad shoulders and well-set head 
of his nephew. He noticed with pride the easy grace of his 
walk, and his look of being at home anywhere, but his only 
remark was an impatient : " Well, ready ? Let^s move ! ^' and 
the little procession went forward to the elevator. 

Treeves marked the obsequiousness of the servants as the 
old man^s chair rolled through the hall and into the lift like 
a chariot of state. He saw a look pass into the faces of all 
who served from the least bellboy to the highest in the house, 
that look of deference to riches, and his soul rebelled within 
him as he noted the slight reflection of glory that fell even 
to his own share because of being in the company of this little 
old selfish dried-up soul of a man in a withered shell of a 
body. Again the old wrath boiled within him, and he was 
almost at the point of turning away from the situation and 
bolting in disgust Yet after all there was something pathetic 
in the smirk of satisfaction that sat upon the waxen lips. 
This was all the man had, this human adulation. And not 
for himself, either; the deference was for his riches! What 
a life to have lived so long, and to have nothing but this at 
the end I Self incarcerated in that withered old body, shortly 
to be driven forth into an unknown country where riches 
of earth count not and deference for such reasons is unknown ! 

Down in the bright world of the hotel dining-room such 
thoughts quickly fled. Treeves was searching everywhere for 
a face. He paid little heed to the gaiety about him, and 
acknowledged the introductions his uncle gave with indiffer- 
ence. He did not expect to meet these people again. They 
were out of his sphere. They were interesting merely as 
specimens from another world. His eyes idly appraised a 
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florid mother, her well-groomed head set off by a black velvet 
band with jeweled slides above her broad expanse of pink 
enameled chest. Her pallid daughter, with limpid eyes and 
an anaemic droop, stood beside her. He wondered why she 
cated to show so much of a long skinny back, and then his 
eyes hurried through the group of faces just beyond and 
Adele Quatrain realized that she had not made a hit with the 
stunning young nephew of the millionaire. 

^^ He's got the Treeves manner all right I '* said the uncle 
to himself as he watched the young man with satisfaction. 
" He won't fall for the first little fool that angles for him, 
that's certain. He takes the first entrance into his own as if he 
had been here always. It's not going to be difficult at all 
to train him. That distant air suits him well. No one woidd 
guess he was not to the manner bom. His mother couldn't 
have been so bad after all, and I suppose I shall have to say 
so to him, for he seems to be quite set on her. After all, she's 
dead and can't make us any more trouble, so what's the 
difference. And blood will tell. His father was a Treeves 
all through, if he did marry a poor country parson's daughter. 
It isn't as if she hadn't had some education of course. This 
certainly is going to be a good move. I shall enjoy myself ! 
But what is the young cuss looking at? He hasn't taken his 
eyes off the main entrance ! I swear it's almost as if he was 
watdiing for someone! He can't have found aay friends 
here surely ! I must keep my eye on him. I won't have him 
making any undesirable acquaintances ! " 

But although John Treeves watched the main entrance 
to the gieat dining-room most carefully, aad searched with 
eager eyes the faces of those seated about the tables, he could 
not find Patty Merrill iior her double. 

The dining-room was long and built of glass, opening on 
three sides to the mountain scenery. The sun, like a great red 
ball of fire-opal, slid down in majestic display behind pines 
and juniper and fir, sending long purple and gold bars through 
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the interstices and left a gorgeous sky behind to linger and 
glow and die slowly into the deep purples and blues of night 
The brilliant lights of the dining-hall began to be felt with the 
dessert and coffee. 

**Do^one his fool hide! He isn't impressed at all!'* 
mused his uncle, gulping his black coffee and eying his nephew 
savagely. ^' Where in thunder did he get that cool manner? 
One would think he had been a millionaire all his life ! If he 
wasn't my nephew I'd call him an upstart ! And he is ! Of 
course he is ! An upstart! But I like him and I'm going to 
keep him! That manner will go all right, only he mustn't 
work it on me/ I won't have it! I'll teach him he can't 
go that way with me ! He's got to knuckle down and do as I 
say or I won't have anything to do with him ! I'll teach him ! '* 

Meantime^ Patty Merrill, in a pleasant suite of rooms on 
the third floor of the hotels stood at a window watching the 
sunset and trying to calm her excited heart and think what 
had really happened. 

She had unpacked Miss Cole's bags, hung up her belong- 
ings, and spread out her toilet articles with unaccustomed but 
intelligent Angers, and a kind of childish pleasure. It was like 
playing dolls or taking a part in a bit of comedy, this posing 
as a lady's maid and companion. It really amused her. Miss 
Cole did not seem a hard woman to please, and so far their 
relations had been entirely amicable. !Nbw and then during 
the journey she had lifted her eyes to find those of the older 
woman upon her in a frank questioning stare. A stare that 
would have seemed almost impertinent if it had not been 
kindly. She felt too much alone iu this great experiment she 
had laimched herself upon, to resent a pleasant look, so she 
had answered it by a flush and a smile which somehow seemed 
always to turn the look, and once or twice had brought an 
answering smile. 

Miss Cole was lying on the couch in the sitting-room of 
the apartment, a steamer rug over her feet, and her head upon 
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s linen pillow that always accompanied her on her journeys. 
She had closed her eyes and said she would rest until dinner 
was brought up; and Patiy^ feeling herself dismissed for the 
time being, drifted over to the window and dropped down 
upon the broad window-seat Looking into the heart of the 
yalley where the shadows among the pines were deepest and 
smokiesty she began to feel sad and full of vague fears and 
uneasiness. Was that really John Treeves that she had seen 
downstairs, or was it only her imagination? How would 
he be here? And if it were really her old comrade, what 
ought she to do about it? 

Since leaving New York her situation had been so entirely 
novel and amusing that she had had very little leisure to think 
it over or become depressed. Now, however, the full force 
of her exile came upon her. She was a fugitive, and must 
remain imknown. It would not do to be recognized by this 
young man who knew her family, whose mother had been a 
dear intimate of her mother in their childhood days, and who 
would undoubtedly think it his duly to persuade her to return 
home if he knew she was here under an assumed name; would 
very likely consider it his duly to let her family know of 
ker whereabouts. Not that he would be disloyal to her wishes 
if he knew all, she was sure, for he had been a wonderful 
friend, but how could she possibly explain the xmloving atti- 
tude of her mother and sister that had made it impossible for 
her to remain at home? No, for the sake of her father, and 
the honor of the family she must remain hidden, much as she 
might desire to renew the acquaintance of the beautiful sum- 
mer which seemed now so long ago. She drew a deep sigh and 
her eyes grew dreamy over memories of walks and rides and 
picnics, and. John Treeves's home, the little white cottage at 
the end of the village street, which would always seem to her 
the personification of the word Home; the strong, sweet, 
womanly, merry mother who had taken her into h^r arms and 
kissed her for tiie sake of her own mother. That kiss and 
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the gentle loving tones that had told her of Mrs. Treevee's 
childish friendship for Patricia's girl-mother, had served to 
soften many a harsh word and cold action during the years, 
because she could. always Temember little beautiful loving 
things that Mrs. Treeves had told her about her mother as a 
diild, and somehow she had succeeded in putting the halo of 
that childhood about the 'haughty head of the mother who had 
never shown her the deep love she had always craved. 

The sun had slipped out of sight now into the deep blue 
heart of the pines, and the crimson streak was fading from 
the ether above. Patty drew another soft little sobbing sigh, 
scarcely audible, and a tear unbidden slipped out the fringes 
and dashed silently down her cheek. Then startlingly grim 
from out the shadows of the room where she had supposed 
her patient to be peacefully sleeping, came a voice, very much 
awake indeed: 

** How long have you known that young mas. ? ** 



CHAPTER VII 

Patty, "with a gasp, emerged hastily from her retrospec- 
tion and dashed away the tears from her hot cheeks. 

*'I — ^I beg your pardon ?^' she tried tosay briskly, trying not 
to seem in a panic, ^^I thought you were asleep, Miss 
Cole — Madam I '* 

'* Don't MADAM me ! '' was the sharp retort. ^ I asked 
you how long you had known that yoimg man. I know you 
thought I was asleep. You thought I didn't see down there in 
the office, too, but Pm not blind if I am rheumatic, and I've 
been young onoe if I am an old maid. I want to know how 
long you have known him." 

'* Why — ^I ^" began Patty with her heart going like a 

trip-hammer playing trills, ^^ I'm not sure that I know him at 
alL ' He looked a little like someone I met five years ago when 
I was visiting friends in New York state, but I wasn't sure." 
She was breathing more freely now. This sounded perfectly 
reasonable, and was entirely true. 

*^WeU, he's the same one, and you know him, and he 
knows you, all right. I tell you I'm not bUnd. But what I 
want to know is how long and how well you know him 1 " 

There was a touch of dictatorial sharpness in the voice that 
put Patricia a bit on her dignity. 

"His mother and my mother were school friends. We 
played around together one summer when we were growing 
up. That is all," said Patty, coolly. 

" There, there ! Now child, don't you go to getting uppish 
about it You think it's none of my business, but you must 
remember that you were an -utter stranger to me until yester- 
day, €Uid that you're young and pretty ; and whether you think 
I have the right or not, it's my moral responsibility to keep aa 
eye on you, and you mustn't resent if 
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'* I know, Miss Cole/' said Patty quietly yet with a tiny 
bit of aloofness in her tone, '* but you saw that I turned away 
without recognizing that young man. Wasn't that sufficient ? '* 

" H'm I That was just the trouble. He looked to me like 
a perfectly good young man, and why didn't you recog- 
nize him ? " 

Patty stiffened and was glad that it was dark in the room. 
There was something in the arrogant old woman's voice that 
made her want to both laugh and cry. 

'* I am not in a position to recognize anybody at present," 
said Patty. 

" Position fiddlesticks ! " said the old lady. " That young 
man would only honor you the more if he thought you were 
earning your living I I can't be mistaken in a face like that ! " 

Patty laughed outright. 

" Oh, indeed, you misunderstand me," she said, ^' I wasn't 
worried about my position as earning my own living. But I 
told you in the beginning that there were reasons why it had 
become necessary for me, and none of my friends know the 
circumstances. It is very necessary for the comfort of those 
I love most that nobody should know anything about it at 
present. I do not wish to be recognized nor to have any of 
my friends find out where I am." 

"H'm!" said the old lady speculatively. ''You didn't 
run away, did you ? Not that I care, but I'd like to know. It 
might make matters simpler." 

" Why, yes, I think I did," said Patty thoughtfully, '' but I 
had a perfectly good reason for doing so, and I'm not going 
back even if you try to make me, for I'm sure I did right." 

" Well, I'm reasonably sure you did, too, if you say so," 
responded the astonishing old lady, '* and I'm not going to try. 
But there's something I want distinctly understood. You're 
not here in any menial position. I never travel with a maid, 
and I won't have a companion. I hate 'em I You are a dis- 
tant relative of mine taking a trip with me. Understand ? 
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''But, Miss Cole, I couldn't put myself in a false 
position ^^ 

*' Nothing false about it. It's perfectly true. You are a 
distant relative of mine. Dates back to Adam. You can 
like it or not, but you can't deny it. And thafs what I hired 
you for, to be a young relative taking a trip with me. See ? 
You can call me Aunt or Cousin, or whatever you like, but 
I'm a relative, and as long as you stay with me that's what 
you are to be ! I like the fun of taking a pretty young girl 
around and playing with her. I'd take Marjorie if she'd 
let me, but she's too much of a high-flyer to be tied to an old 
woman's apron strings, and besides, she's a too-near relation. 
So, if you're agreeable I'll be Aunt Sylvia, or Cousin Sylvia, 
after this, or just plain Miss Sylvia, if you like that better." 

''You're very kind — Miss — Miss Sylvia ^" said Patty 

slowly, " and I'll do my very best to be the nicest relative I 
know how and play aroimd with you. But only, you'll please 
not expect me to hunt up any of my former acquaintances. 
I want to be — ^just Edith Fisher now. I must, you know. 
If s necessary ! " 

Her cool young voice was quite determined and there was 
an extended silence in the room while the older woman 
thought it over. Then came her voice like an electric spark : 

" Be what you like I " she said snappily. " Only don't be 
a fool 1 Some people aren't worth sacrifices ! " 

" Mine is," said Patty firmly. 

There was an impatient stir from the bed : 

" Don't tell me you've fallen in love with some other young 
man when this one was around 1 " 

Patly laughed out happily. 

" Oh, dear no I Nothing like that I It's only a very dear 
relative. I haven't thought about falling in love yet ! " 

" H'm I '^ said Miss Cole unbelievingly. " Well, ring for 
dinner — ^unless you'd like to go down. I'm feeling per- 
fectly rested." 
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*' Oh, no, please 1 *' said Patty hurrying to the bell. *' Td 
much rather stay up here to-night; it^s so cosyl'* 

So they had their dinner served upstairs, and Patty, with 
rosy cheeks and eyes that shone like stars, exerted herself to 
be as bright and entertaining as possible, while the old lady 
watched her grimly and with a kind of satisfaction that the 
girl would not have understood. After all. Miss Cole found 
great joy in a girl who could be entertaining to an old woman 
when there was a perfectly good and perfectly willing young 
man downstairs with whom she might have companied if she 
had tried. 

Patty, as she lay in her bed in the little room just off 
from Miss Golems bedroom after the evening was over, thought 
about it all, and her cheeks grew warm in the darkness once 
more over the questions her inquisitor had put. How was 
fihe to conduct herseK the next day, and the next, and all the 
days, supposing John Treeves were to remain in the hotel? 
It was not thinkable that she could entirely escape meeting 
him, although she meant to try her very best to do so. And 
she could not bring herself to tell him her trouble and expose 
her mother to his criticism. Father would not like that. 
Father would expect her to keep the honor of the family. 
Only so could she explain her action to him on his return. 

She fell asleep in the midst of her troubled thoughts at 
last, but drifted into a dream of that summer long ago and a 
long sweet day's walk with John Treeves and his mother, 
through a wood where they had often gone together. It was 
a vivid dream, in which even the leaves on the beaches were 
picked out in clear relief against the sky, and the rocks were 
as real as life with the pretty lichens and moss. She seemed 
in her sleep to notice every lovely detail of the woods. Even 
the smell of the pines was there, though perhaps the pines out- 
side her window might have had something to do with that. 
They spread their lunch on a giant rock that jutted amonj 
the pine needles and she remembered the little cakes and the 
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tiny pies in lonnd tin paiia-blackberry aiid cherry-how 
good they tasted again 1 And then the day was over, and Mrs. 
Treeves put a loving hand on her arm and said: "Don't 
worry, dear. You are doing right, and your father will soon 
understand it all perfectly, and so will your mother. Don't be 
afraid. Just go straight ahead.'' Then she kissed her lov- 
ingly on the forehead and the dream melted into the wonderful 
morning with the warm rays of the sun shining on her face 
like a caress, and a wonderful piney smell blowing in at the 
window. There were cheerful sounds everywhere, a distant 
tinkle of china and silver, voices on the piazza below, the honk 
of a Klaxon, the plunk of a tennis ball on a taut racket, all 
the Bounds of a weU-ordered establishment of luxury and 
ease. Somehow the morning looked good to Patty in spite of 
her perplexities, and the new day held a quiver of aU sorts of 
beautiful possibilities. The gentle face and voice of Mrs. 
Treeves, her kiss and her words lingered like a benediction in 
her heart as she arose and went about her dressing with alao- 
Tity, and a song in her heart; although she checked it on her 
lips lest she waken her employer. She need not have worried, 
however, for Miss Cole had been wideawake for some time, and 
full of ideas. Now she suddenly voiced one of them; in 
a question : 

^^Have you got any evening dresses?'^ 

Patty stopped in the act of putting in a hairpin and 
whirled around to the door of Miss Cole's bedroom : 

"Oh, good morning 1 I didn't know you were awake 1 
I hope I didn't disturb you." 

"Have you got any evening dresses?" asked the alert 
voice once more. Patty laughed amusedly. This woman was 
always asking such odd questions : 

" Why, I believe so. I'll look. I hardly know what was 
in my suitcase. I didn't pay much attention to my packing." 

Patty emerged in a moment from her room with a billow 
of rose-colored chififon over one arm, a soft shining turquoise 
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flilk and a puff of cream-colored embroidered tulle over 
the other. 

" There seem to be three I '' she giggled. '^ I'm sure I don't 
know what use they will be to me.^' 

*' It is a rather odd collection for a girl to bring along 
when she runs away to be a lady's companion," said Miss Cole 
grimly, her eye kindling with interest *' And only one suit- 
case to carry everything, too 1 " 

"Well, you see, I was going to a week-end house party 
when I decided to leave, and my suitcase was half -packed. I 
didn't really stop to consider what I was bringing along." 

'^ H'm 1 " said Miss Cole eying her sharply. " That doesn't 
sound very hopeful for my comfort this winter. You're not 

very likely to stay here if you come from things like that ! 

You'll get another impulse and run back again, I suppose, 
just as I begin to get used to you I " 

" No 1 " said Patty decidedly. '^ You needn't worry about 
that. I'm not a quitter, and I haven't got a yellow streak in 
me. My father always told me that. Besides, there are 
reasons why I couldn't possibly go bacl^ not for some 
time anyway." 

" Oh I " said Miss Cole. " You've got a father, have you ? 
yi\sA\, will he think of your escapade? " 

Patty suddenly sobered : 

" My father is — ^in South America at present I couldn't 
consult him of course because I had to act quickly, but I think 
he will feel I did right" 

" H'm I Well, I hope so. Now spread out those dresses. 
They're very pretty. I guess you may wear the blue one to- 
night We're going down to dinner to-night and stay awhile 
in the evening." 

« Oh— but 1 " said Patty aghast '* These wiU be far too 
giddy for a — a lady's companion to wear. I have a little 
dark silk — a dinner dress, you know. I'll wear that ! " 

"You'll wear the blue I" said Miss Cole decisively. 
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'* Didn't I tell j<m I wasn't to be crossed? I guess I know 
what will be stiitable. And you're not a ' companion,' remem- 
ber I Don't mention that again! We're near relatives — 
through the Adamses, you know 1 " 

There was a grim humor in her tone, and Patty, eying her 
thoughtfully, broke into smiles once more and said: 

** Oh, very well, Miss Cole, just as you say ^" 

^ Fve decided you're to call me Cousin Sylvia 1 " said the 
grim voice insistently. 

Patty laughed merrily : 

*^ All right, Cousin Sylvia. Will you have your breakfast 
sent np now? And what will you have? " 

** No," said the old lady, ^* I'm going down. You may pull 
down my window and turn on that radiator. I'll be dressed 
as soon as you wilL" 

** Oh, but ! " pleaded Patty aghast. '* Don't you think 

it would be better for you to rest this morning after the 
long journey?" 

^* No, I don't I And I told you once I didn't want to be 
advised what to do. I feel like going down to breakfast and 
I'm going down." 

And so in spite of all the girl could do they went down 
to the dining-room. But Patty need not have worried for 
John Treeves had been summoned to breakfast in his uncle's 
room, and was not visible to the inhabitants of the hotel until 
late in the afternoon. 

Patty was relieved to find that there were but few people 
in the dining-room at that hour, and quite enjoyed the cere- 
mony at breakfast. After the meal was concluded the old lady 
inaiflted on having wraps brought down and sitting in one 
of the many rocking chairs on the wide front piazza. Patty 
established her with many furtive glances, and many attempts 
to slip away unobservedly. But the old lady had no mind to 
lose sight of her pretty young companion. She watched her 
like a cat playing with a mouse, and she kept a sharp eye out 
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for any gueBts of the house who came that way, particularly any 
of the younger men. She sent Patty upstairs numberless timeg 
for magazines, pen and writing case, a book she was reading, 
and finally her knitting bag; and eyed her keenly ecich time on 
her return to see if there were signs of an encounter with her 
former friend. If she had known that Patty, slippiag through 
a window into the writing room, had searched out an obscure 
and circuitous route to the staircase, and avoiding the elevator 
had run like a ray of sunlight up the stairs and down again, 
she certainly would have been vexed. The morning slipped 
quietly and uneventfully along, with Patty established in a 
big chair beside her charge, reading a magazine, and MisB 
Cole writing letters and watching the office door. Sounds of 
merriment drifted back from the tennis courts, "Love fif- 
teen.*' Miss Cole watched Patty out of the side of her eye, 
noted the soft pink color on her round cheek, the lovely lines 
of lip and brow, the shining brown of her hair, the dainty 
grace of her lithe young figure, and wondered what slip of 
nature had set this child for a servant's part in the play of 
living. She had the look of one who had always been care- 
fully guarded, the starry trustfulness in her eyes that belongs 
to those who are beloved in their circle of life. Miss Cole 
resolved that the child should be put back in her place if it 
was in her power to do so. She should not sit in a comer 
while others whirled by in the wild joy of life. She must get 
into things right away and have a good time here. Her f aca 
softened as she watched the girl, and took in her chann. 
Something that would have been motherhood if it had ever 
had a chance, stirred in her crabbed old heart, and reached out 
to this sweet, young thing. 

'^ Edith, you go get your hat and coat and take my letters 
down to the village post office. There's no dependence to be 
placed on these hotel mail boys. I've been in this place be- 
fore ! " She spoke suddenly, looking up from addressing an 
envelope, and Patty looked up with a start 
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** Oh! '' she laughecL '' I— I forgot 1 '^ 

** Well, it's no kind of a name for you to be using, but ifs 
as good as any for the present^ I suppose. Here, take my 
purse and get a special delivery stamp put on that one. Now 
go, and don't hurry ! I'm going to take a nap right here in 
the sunshine and I shan't want to be disturbed for an hour 
at leasts so you can take your time." 

Patty thus dismissed, went off on her walk, but the old 
lady would have been disappointed if she could have watched 
her taking a bypath into the woods and keeping entirely away 
from the regular walk, where all the hotel guests promenaded. 
Patty, on the other hand, woxdd have been astonished if she 
oould have seen the alert old lady who rose from her chair as 
aoon as the girl had disappeared around the turn of the walk. 
She steered straight for the oflBce and consulted the hotel 
register, gleaning a few names for further consideration. She 
asked an abrupt question or two of the hotel clerk, and then 
giving a comprehensive glance around the circle of rocking 
chairs ranged about the big open fireplace, she selected one 
which commanded a good view of the front door, the wide stair- 
case, the descending elevators, and had the added advantage 
of being next to a woman whom she recognized as an old 
habitu6 of the hotel. Not that she cared for the woman, 
or had ever given her even scant courtesy in the years gone by, 
but just now she felt she might make use of her. So she 
dropped down in the vacant rocker and fell upon her knit- 
ting grimly: 

"Well, I see you're back again early. Who's here now? 
Any of the last year's people ? " 

The woman in lavendar looked up surprised at the friendly 
tone and prepared for a good hour's work. Here was one 
whom she had longed to question and had always lacked 
ihe opportunity. 

"Oh, how delightful, dear Miss Cole. Are the Horliss- 
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Coles down this season? I thought I saw your niece with 
you last night/' 

^^ No, that wasn't my niece, that's a young cousin named 
Fisher, Edith Fisher." 

*' A cousin? " said the lavendar one, pricking up her ears, 
and not a Horliss-Cole ? " You didn't have other brothers or 
sisters, did you? Excuse me for asking, but we were discus- 
sing that matter here on the porch the other day, and I said I 
thought there was another brother — or was it a sister ? " 

" Oh, no, nothing like that/' declared Miss Cole with a 
grim, set of amusement to her thin lips. " There were only 
two of us, Jim and I. This girl's related farther back. We 
both had the same great-grandfather several times removed. 
Adams, the name. You wouldn't probably know." 

^^Now you speak of it, I do remember hearing of the 
Adams-Fishers. There was a Fisher-Adams down here last 
week. Probably he was related." 

^* Probably," said Miss Cole, dryly. 

" What a pity he isn't here now 1 It is so interesting to 
trace relationships, don't you think. Miss Cole? " 

. "I presume there are plenty of young men left, aren't 
there ? Who is here anyway ? " 

*^0h, there's the most interesting man, just back from 
France, Dunham TreevesI You ought to see him. He's 
handsome as a picture, and absolutely indifferent, they say. 
He's a nephew of old Calvin Treeves, you know, the multi- 
millionaire, son of his only brother, who died a number of 
years ago. They say it's quite romantic, his being here. It 
seems there's been an estrangement in the family or some- 
thing, and Calvin wouldn't recognize his brother's wife. But 
she's dead now and this young man has appeared on the scene. 
Mrs. Burleson says that he is to be Calvin Treeves's heir. She 
ought to know, for Burleson has been old Treeves's lawyer for 
the last twenty years ^" 

'* H'm ! Cfidvin Treeves's nephew \ How old is he? " 
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"Well, I should say twenty-five or maybe tweJniy-six — 
nobody seems to know exactly. But he^s stunningly hand- 
some and has no end of honors on his head. Though the 
queer thing about it is he won^t wear any of his medals nor 
his uniform nor anything. They say his uncle's peeved about 
that, and of course it is trying, but then I understand the 
best young fellows are pursuing that indifferent method, and 
it really gives a kind of eclat, you know. But it makes it 
hard for the relatives. I really don't see why they won't wear 
their uniforms, though, they do look so fascinating in them, 
especially if a man has legs 1 Legs, you know, are really a 
"firing to be proud of, there are so few. I should have adored 
to live in the time when gentlemen wore short breeches and 
knee buckles; they must have given such an air of refinement, 
and thread lace ruffles 1 " 

^^ I think we have fools enough how without putting ruffles 
<». them!'' snorted Miss Cole, forgetting her affable role 
for the moment. 

** Oh, well, this Dunham Treeves is no fool, I can tell you. 
They say he was head of his class in college ! " 

*^ They say ! They say! " grumbled Miss Cole. " Who are 
ikexfy I'd like to know ? Or is that what Calvin Treeves wishes 
to have believed about his beloved nephew ? " 

'^ Oh, now dear Miss Cole, you are so funny I " chirped the 
lavendar lady. " But really this young man is a very superior 
fellow, indeed. And independent ! Why he doesn't look twice 
at a girl ! And the girls are just crazy about him I " 

'^ Poor fools 1 Well, how does he look ? " 

In the course of half an hour Miss Sylvia Cole gathered 
sufficient data to be sure of the identity of the young man, 
and excusing herself with scant ceremony she took another 
look at the registry book. Yes, there it was " J. D. Treeves, 
Maple Brook, N. Y." She shut the book and her lips to- 
gether with a snap of satisfaction and went back to her shel- 
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tered comer of the piazza in time to settle herself into the 
semblance of a profound nap before the return of the girl. 

Late that afternoon they were sitting, Patty, and her em- 
ployer, in a sheltered nook of pines down one of the winding 
paths that led from the hotel into the resinous grove. There 
were comfortable rustic seats in plenty scattered here and 
there in quiet comers, and paths of pine-needle paving 
threaded the whole hillside, in such cimningly devised pattern 
that no one intruded upon another, though often they were 
close enough for a voice to carry from one to another. Misa 
Cole had settled herself with a book and promptly gone to 
sleep among a multitude of cushions. It was quite obvioua 
that she was asleep. Patty, with a book in her lap lay back 
on other cushions and let her eyes follow dreamily the hazy 
mountain line in the distance, just visible through a carefully 
trimmed opening in the plumy green curtains about their 
harbor. Down the mountainside she could hear gay voices 
calUng, and childish laughter, and up above in other patha 
subdued chatter floated now and again in fragments, and' it 
all made the world seem very far away, and herself a lonely 
little soul stranded here with a queer old stranger. Almost 
her heart began to fail her again, and a tear stole out beneath 
her lashes. She flashed it away with a furtive glance at Misa 
Cole, and straightened up with a firm little upper lip, setting 
herself to study the beauty about her. It really was a wonder- 
ful place for a girl without a home to have dropped down into, 
and she ought to be very glad. She was. She even managed 
a watery little smile at the gentle snores that issued from 
Miss Colons direction. 

Suddenly a voice broke the whispering silence of the pines, 
a voice that she could never mistake : 

^^ Patty Merrill! Is that you down there on the iiext 
path? Fve been looking for you everywhere. Won^t you 
come down to the first patch of sunlight below you and wait 
for me ? Tyq something to tell you.*' 



CHAPTER VIII 

Patty half started to her feet and Kfted her eyes to the 
plumy wall of green above her, her lips parted to answer, a 
wonderful light in her eyes and a wonderful color in her 
cheeks. Then she suddenly remeanbered, and sank noiselessly 
back into her seat, turning fearful eyes in Miss Golems direction, 
erery muscle tense, her very breath bated. But a reassuring 
more lurched suddenly and abruptly into line, and Patty 
relaxed a fraction, with another furtive glance upward, very, 
very cautiously. It seemed to her that the simple lifting of 
her eyelashes made a noise like thunder and her heart was 
beating so wildly it almost choked her. She felt so frightened 
and so deceptive, and so disappointed. How good it was to 
hear his voice again! If only she might answer! If only 
she could go down to him and they might have pleasant con- 
verse and wander about this lovely mountain as they used to 
walk in those good days so long ago ! Was there any possible 
way she could explain her situation without involving the 
honor of her family? Her heart clamored wildly for per- 
mission to lead her willing feet down that sunlit piney way, 
but Duty, writ large, stood in her way. If what she was doing 
was questionable in any way, at least no one should ever find it 
out until her father knew it all and told her what to do. She 
could not explain and therefore she must remain unknown. 

The minutes beat themselves away, and she heard a strong 
quick step on the path above. She had to put her hand 
on her lipe with one finger against her throat to keep from 
crying out, so eager was she to answer that call. And now it 
came again and made her heart leap up once more to answer : 

''Patty! Patty Merrill! I say, you are coming down, 
aren^t you?*' And then his voice dropped away as voices 
did in that quiet nook, and it might have been anybody, caUing 
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to anybody else, and gone on by to meet item. K she sat 
quite still and went on with her reading, Miss Cole would 
never suspect that she had been called, not even if she had 
been awake. Patty settled back laboriously in her chair and 
tried to look relaxed and natural with her magazine open to 
an advertisement of brick houses upside down, but she was 
holding her breath and with every heart-beat something was 
crying out within her that she was letting the opportunity of 
meeting her old-time friend go by. She might never have it 
again on this earth. He had drifted out of her ken these five 
years. She did not even know where he was living now, for 
her old aunt had died the winter after her visit, and there 
were no other ties. For some strange reason the correspond- 
ence which they had promised each other had been broken up, 
partly by her mother, who had discouraged her writing to 
boys while she was so young, especially to that boy whom 
ehe styled as " back country,*' and partly because of the lade of 
an answer to her own first letter. She had buried deep in her 
heart the hurt that had come after all the weeks and months 
of waiting for it^ and tried to make pride hide her disappoint- 
ment, but something in his voice, as he called, had obliterated 
all her resolves to be cool if she ever met him again. Somehow 
his voice had commenced just where they left off when they 
were children and in her lonely wandering state the appeal of 
it was very great. 

Nevertheless, she held herself quiet, and waited till she 
heard the steps no more. Waited longer till she knew he must 
have decided he had made a mistake and gone on, waited with 
white face and sad drooping lashes on her cheeks. 

Miss Cole awoke abruptly with a sort of snort, and looked 
at Patty keenly with a frown, as if she would read her through 
and through, but Patty arose and tried to cover her confusion 
by a bustling attention to shawls and pillows and a magazine 
that had fallen. 

Miss Cole wanted to go in at once. It was growing cold. 
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She had stayed out altogether too long now. Yet she wotdd 
go by the lower path, which was much longer, and wfaea 
Patly with glowing cheeks and downcast eyes finally 
acquiesced and followed her bearing pillows and shawls and 
other paraphernalia, they arrived at the patch of sunlight 
below to find it uninhabited and lonely and Miss Cole puffed 
and scolded all the way back up the incline as if it had been 
PattT^s fault that they went down. 

When they got back to the hotel Miss Cole said she would 
write some letters, and she sent Fatty doiwn to the office three 
times to see if the afternoon mail had come yet. Fatty found 
it trying, but managed a roundabout way and used her eyes 
instead of her tongue^ returning undiscovered. In fact, the 
young man who was the innocent cause of aU this disturbance 
WIS walking several miles down the mountain very rapidly 
and trying to make up his mind what he would do next. 
He had made .the experiment of calling out from the sheltered 
jwili after he had seen the girl who looked like his old friend 
go down in that direction, because it seemed a very good 
way to test out whether it was really his friend or only some 
one who resembled her, without making an embarrassing situa- 
tion. She had not answered, and of course he had made a 
mistake, but somehow he felt more disappointed than the 
drcomstances merited. After all, he had been very weU con- 
tent these three years he had been away in a foreign land. 
yfhj should he have such an ungovernable desire to see a girl 
who had not chosen to answer his many insistent letters, and 
who had so promptly forgotten him after their pleasant sum- 
mer together? Of courae she had been his beloved mother's 
admiration, and that probably was the psychology of the thing. 
He wanted his mother, missed her more every minute he stayed 
in this land of his birth, and his soul cried out for anything 
that had been dear to her or associated with her. He was 
foolish to think any girl could help fill his mother's place in 
liii need! Perhaps after all it wouM be a wild goose chase 
« 
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to run away out West to find her. Why should he ? Not now, 
anyway, not until after his tryst had been kept. Then he would 
know what he was going to do. That was only a week ofE 
anyway. Scarcely time for a western trip. He would get 
away to-morrow, if possible, or the next day at the latest. He 
had no reli&h for the sort of life his uncle was leading, and 
no love for the selfish old man who seem.ed to desire to own 
him body and soul probably to satisfy more sel&sh fancies. 
It disgusted him to be flaunted around like a hero, and stood 
up before the hotel ladies as a kind of tame pet. If it were 
not for the pitifulness in the old man's eyes sometimes he 
would go without hesitation, but something seemed to say to 
him that he must wait a little longer and fulfill whatever 
exaggerated duty had brought him here. Then he might go 
freely and without compunction. 

He walked far down the mountain that afternoon, until 
the long shadows fell into the deep pool of silence in the valley, 
and the fragrant darkness warned him that he must go back 
if he did not wish to be lost on the mountainside. 

He emerged from the quiet blackness of the trail at 
the top with a feeling of deep sadness upon him, and went 
straight to his room, where he found an anxious summons 
from the old servant. Hespur had been vibrating between 
his master's room and the nephew's for the last two hours, 
and his haggard face showed how hard his task had been. 
Treeves hurried to answer the call to his uncle's presence 
and found the old man writhing on his bed in a fit brought 
on by excessive anger : 

^^ You had iio right, you young rapscallion 1 " he blus- 
tered furiously, his face growing purpler as he saw the young 
man at last. ''You had no right to go off without letting 
anybody know f 

''There! There, Marsterl Mister Treeves, Marster!" 
soothed old Hespur laboriously. "The young marster he 
didn't realize how set you was on havin' him ! " 
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TreeyeSy furiaos at the injustice of the old man, yet 
alarmed by the condition into which he had worked himself, 
set himself to explain and soothe even as the servant was 
doing. He had wandered farther than he realized and dark 
caught him suddenly. The paths were obscure, and he had 
gone out of his way in returning. Unconsciously, as he went 
on talking in a gentle tone as one taJks to babies and very 
sick people, something of the spirit of the serving man came 
upon him and he was able to understand how Hespur had 
stood all the abuse and toil during the years, and how the 
master had become an old child, his charge to love and protect 
even against himself. 

There was no going down to dinner that night. A doctor 
was summoned and the room settled into the quiet of a sick 
room until at last the old tyrant slept and his nephew and 
servant were free to go to their rest. 

After that experience Treeves decided to humor his unde 
until he had recovered his former poise, and for three days 
he made himself as agreeable to the cranky old invalid as it 
was in his power to be. On the morning of the fourth day, 
however, matters came to a crisis. The old man announced 
that he felt better and that they were going down to the 
ballroom that night. There was to be a dance and he wanted 
his nephew to attend and make himself agreeable to his friends. 
His desire was to sit on the sidelines and watch his nephew 
dance with the girls he should pick out for him. 

Young Treeves, after listening with growing disgust to 
the program marked out for him, decided that the time had 
come to make a stand, and with as pleasant a manner as he 
could summon in his present state of mind, he endeavored 
to explain that he had already lingered longer than he had 
expected, aiid must leave that afternoon. He had an engage- 
ment to meet of long standing, and if he went at once he 
would barely have time to stop for a few hours in New York 
and give messages to the families of two of his associates 
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abroad. He was sorry of course to disappoint his tmcle^ but 
it really was impossible for him to remain any longer. 

The old man raged and swore and raved, and then fell to 
begging in such a piteous wail, begging that the nephew would 
»t least stay for that evemng, the scant old tears actually 
coursing down his ghastly cheeks and the old servant lifted 
tortured eyes of appeal to his face. Here was the whole thing 
to go over again with the old tyrant. John Treeves's anger 
rose against it alL It was the same spirit that had bullied 
his sweet young mother. Somebody ought to have spanked 
the old unde years and years ago and taken it out of him. H« 
half turned away in disgust, and then wheeled back : 

** Stop 1 '* he commanded in the voice that during the war 
had always been obeyed, although he was not a commissioned 
officer. ** Stop ! You are an old coward 1 You have no con- 
trol over yourself and no reason in your actions. You have 
just come out of a three days' illness which you know might 
have been your last, brought on wholly by your own will, and 
kept up by your wilL You are trying to bully me now into 
obeying your will juert because you are too much of a coward 
to face the slightest opposition to your will. You have bullied 
people all your life, and I don't wonder that you are not 
very happy now. But didn't it ever occur to you that yom 
never really get your way that way? You never can bully 
people into giving you real obedience. They may do a few 
things you make them do, but they hate you. You never 
have their love, or their real obedience, and that's what you 
want, isn't it? You can't ever get anything going at it that 
way. You've bullied a great many people in your time, but 
you're coming to the end, and there's Gk)d. You can't bully 
Him, you know ! '* 

His voice had grown quiet and steady now and he was look- 
ing straight and unflinchingly into the wild old eyes, holding 
them, controlling them, forcing them to keep quiet and listen. 

The old servitor with trembling hands was holding to thii 
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footboard, of fhe bed^ and watching his master's face with 
sharp aiixiety. This young man was standing out against 
the old tyrant, and the old tyrant was keeping still and listen- 
ing, but what would happen next? This would kill the master, 
the poor — old — ^bad — old — ^master! 

Prom the first word Calvin Treeves had fixed his bright, 
bad, little eyes on his nephew's face as if fascinated. It was 
a new thing for anyone to stand out against him. A few had 
opposed him, but none had stayed to reproach him — ^none 
had dared 1 And this young whiffet 1 This handsome, smart, 
courageous son of his own brother 1 This keen tongue that 
sounded not unlike his own in the cutting way it had of 
choosing words and hurling facts, whether true or false, 
straight into the soul of a man ! Ah ! This was something 
new. He gasped — ^and listened! 

*'And now,'' finished John Treeves, his tone growing 
steadier and quieter, like! the passes of a mesmerist when he 
has gotten the subject under control: 

" Now you're going to rest a few minutes before you have 
your glass of milk, and then we are going to wheel you down 
the pine trail under the trees awhile in the sunshine and let 
you see how wonderful it is outdoors to-day. We'U have a 
pleasant walk and then we'll have lunch together, either up 
here or down in the dining-room, whichever you feel able for, 
and after that I'm going away. I'm sorry to disappoint you, 
but I have got to go. It is something important in 
my life J' 

*'Is it a girl?" The little old ferret eyes fairly stuck 
into him like pins in their eagerness. 

** No. It is not a girl 1 " said John Treeves emphatically. 

**Will you come back again?" The voice was almost a 
whimper now. The old man was cowed. Hespur relaxed his 
hold upon the bedpost and drew a deep breath, murmuring 
half aloud: 

" He's comin,* through. My great fathers 1 He's comin* 
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through.! The young mister has got him an' he's 
comin' through !*' 

** Poeeibly/' said the cool, casual, young voice. ** It may 
depend a good deal on you. If you treat me to any more of 
these baby acts of yours, ITl never come within a thousand 
miles of you again, if I can help it. If you want to be an 
uncle of mine youVe got to act like a MAN ! ^ 

** Now just listen to that ! '* murmured Hespur as he turned 
away weakly and looked out of the window. ^^ Oh, my old 
marster ! He's got you.'' 

And it was so that Fatty saw them, watching the trail 
from her window, where she was reading aloud to Miss Cole, 
who had acquired a severe cold and had been obliged to spend 
the last three days in her room much to her disgust. The old 
man muffled in robes and furs, peering meekly out on the 
q)lendor of the mountain, Hespur pushing the wheeled chair, 
and the tall, straight, young giant stalking by the side. Hear 
heart gave a little spring of mingled gladness and worry. 
She had thought him gone away. There had been no sign of 
his presence for three whole days. 

And then, that afternoon, he packed his suitcase and went 
away to the tryst 

** Hespur ! " called the old man weakly as the young man's 
footsteps died away down the hall after his farewelL 
'' Hespur ! " 

^^Herel Sir!'' 

"Hespur, you've got to follow him, you have! I can't 
stand it not to know what he's doing." 

"Yes, sir" bowed Hespur uncertainly, not nnwilling. 
*^But what, sir, will you do?" 

The old man groaned 2 

'^I suppose you'll have to leave me with that dog of a 
foreigner that came up from the kitchen the day you had to 
go up to Washington for me." 

All right, sir. Ill go, sir ! When shall I go? " 
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** Now 1 Catch that same train, do you hear ? But don't 
let him know you're on it. Don't let him see you onoe. 
Understand? Follow him every step of the way till you get 
to the bottom of what sent him off in such a hurry. But don't 
let him lay eyes on you nor suspect ! Do you see ? '* 

*^ I see, sir. I'll try to make it.'' 

*' Don't try! MAKE IT! You've GOT to make that 
trainl" 

" All right, sir I " and Hespur vanished. 

Five minutes later a heavy-footed, thick-faced, stolid man- 
servant presented himself for orders, and Hespur, with no 
baggage and struggling into his overcoat as he ran, jumped 
into a cab and was whirled down the mountain side to the 
station, swinging himself on to the last car of the train as 
it began to move. 



CHAPTER IX 

Lbtthb from Miss Sylvia C!oIe to her sister-in-law, Mm 
HorUss-Cole: 

**Dear Kate: — 

You'll find two boxes done up in tissue paper in my top drawer of 
the bureau. They're for your Horliss twins. I don't suppose you 
remembered you had any nephews or that they were due a birthday 
this month, but I promised them some old fashioned mittens and 
there they are! Don't you forget to give them to them! 

I wish you'd have that Banely woman do up my black velTel 
dinner dress and the gray chiffon evening rag. I'm feeling better 
down here, and I may go down evenings sometimes. You might send 
my laces, toa Not t^t I approve of an ugly old woman in gew- 
gaws, but of course you're so anxious about the honor of the family 
that I have to humor you. 

There's a mob of people down here asking for yon. Everybody's 
gone wild over a handsome young nephew of old Calvin Treeves just 
back from France. They say he is booked for heir. Tell Marjoris 
ehe needn't think she has to run down here and angle for him. I 
don't want her, she's too much trouble, and besides he has a girl 
already. You'd better look out for your health and cut out some of 
those committees. You looked as tiiin as a shad when I left. 

As ever, Sylvia. 

P. S. The charming infant you picked up on the street to take 
care of me is doing very well. She knows her place better than most. 
You needn't bother sending anybody else, I'll manage to rub along 
with her." 

Wken MiB. HorUss-Gole finished the reading of this epistls 
she handed it over to her daughter, who was lolling over a 
novel and a box of chocolates on the other side of the open fire : 

'* I don't know but you better run down and see what Aunt 
Sylvia as np to iiow. Something queer, I'm sure, or she never 
would have sent for those dresses. I begged her to take them 
with her, and even had Banely smuggle them into her trunk, 
but she fished them out and said she didn't want any fool 
things like that She was only an old woman and she waa 
going to have a good time and be comfortable. There's cer- 
tainly something that needs looking into, Marjoiie, and I 
can't leave home now. Youll just have to go. There 8X0 
88 
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evidently young folks enough to make it liyely, and you do 
nothing here but mope anyway. Tour Aunt Sylvia will make 
the best of it when she finds you're there. Get ready and 
go down to-morrow night and ITl send Banely down .with you. 
Ifll do her good to have the trip. She can come back the 
next day.'' 

Letter from Mias Sylvia Cole to her cousin, a prominent 
lawyer in the West: 

••Dear Harter:— - 

You did quite right about the mortgage, and I Will leave the 
Bettlennent of the other businees to your discretion. It's better tiian 
mine any day in the week. I'm down here in the old moimtain. 
house. When Kate wants to have any big doings or put across some 
unusual extravagance ehe ships me here for rheumatism or some 
other fancied ill. I did have a pain in my back for a day or two 
caused by the damp sheeto the chambemuiid insists in putting on the 
beds, but nothing that wouldn't have got well in New Yoric just as 
welL So off I was sent. However, it's just as well, for when Kate 
gets a notion it has to go through no matter who stands in the way, 
and I'm getting too old to stand between Jim and his annoyances 
always. If Jim can stand her let him have his fill. I enjoy getting 
away once in a while. If it wasn't for Jim's making such a fuss I'd 
have taken one of those little apartments I own in your city and 
kept house by myself. I'd be much happier that way, and I'm not 
sure I shant do it yet sometime. 

By the way, do you know any people out your way by the name of 
Merrill? Pretiy prominent people I should imi^ne. There's a 
daughter namea Patricia, or Patsy or something like that. If you 
happen on them tell me who they are. One meete all sorts of pec^le 
at a place like this. 

Speaking of Jim, he's well, but he has his hands full. Man is born 
to trouble as the sparks fly upward, and I guess we all get our share. 
But he seems to like it, so why should I worry? Remember me to 
Mary. I'm glad she doesn't paint her face. Somehow the world 
never got what it promised to be when you and I were children. I'm 
sick of it. 

Yours as ever, 

Sylvia." 

When Harter Briskett read this he polished his glasses 
and said with a reminiscent smile, '^ Dear old Silver I She^s 
the same old girl, no matter how much money she gets. I 
wonder if she conld possibly mean the Daniel Merrills. The 
.West is a big phce. I must tell her that New York doesn't 
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quite cover the globe! Has Dan got a girl named thati 
I wonder?*' 

Letter from Patricia Merrill to the postmaster in her 
western home city : 

** Postmaster ......... 

Dear Sir: I am sending with this a package of addressed and 
stamped envelopes, also extra stamps with which please forward to 
liliss Edith Fisher all mail belonging to me until further notice. I 
am uncertain about my address for a time, but ail mail sent to Miss 
Fisher will be promptly forwarded to me. 

Sincerely, Patricia Menrill.'* 

Letter from Patricia Merrill to her father, evolved after 
three sleepless nights and a good cry : 

''Dear Daddy: You will be surprised to see I am not at home, 
and maybe you will be afraid somethmg is the matter. But it is per- 
fectly explainable, and I am pretty sure you will agree with me 
when you come home that I did right in coming with Miss Cole. You 
don't know her, I know, but she's a peach, and you'd like her a lot. 
She has a kind of grim humor that makes some people call her a 
grouch, but she isn't, especially when she likes you, and I'm quite 
sure she likes me. We are having an awfully good time together at 
the most beautiful spot in the South right among the pines. It is 
wonderful here. Mountains everywhere, and such sunsets. I don't 
believe they have any finer in South America, although Daddy dear, 
you know how much rather I would be there with you than anywhere 
else on earth. But as that wasn't to be I feel that I am pretty well 
fixed, and if you could see me you would quite approve. You see I 
had to decide in a great hurry. It was one of those times you used to 
tell me about when one has to use the best judgment one has ac- 
cumulated from all the teaching of the years. I tried to, indeed I 
did. Daddy, and I haven't felt self-compimcted a bit about it since, 
so it must have been right. I would ri^er not explain any further 
until you come back, if you don't mind, for things like that are so 
unsatisfactory to tell, and besides letters sometimes turn traitor and 
tell some one else you don't want to have know, so if you will trust 
me, and I know you will, dear Daddy, I'll just wait for the where- 
fore till you get back. 

You can't tell how I am missing you, but I'm really being brave 
and doing just as nearly as possible what I think you would like to 
have me do under the circumstances. Now don't go and imagine 
I'm needing pity, for I'm in the most beautiful spot ever. You should 
see the wonderful view from my window, the plumy pines, with a 
hazy smoke blending them in the distance, the winding trails and 
the lovely smelly depths where I love to walk. Miss Cole is a peach 
if she is getting old. She has a grim humor that you would love, 
Daddy, and she likes me. She really does, I'm sure, for she sits and 
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looks at me throngh her eyelashes when she thinks I'm not locking, 
and she has a sort of 'mother' look on her lips when I lo(^ up 
suddenly. You know what I mean, Daddy dear. She tries to plan 
things to please me too, and we're having a beautiful time together. 
I read aloud to her and she likes my voice she says. I play I^rnl 
reading to you sometimes, and it makes it a lot happier time, because 
often I can think how you would look and what you would say to some 
of the things I read. I've always counted so much on getting home 
and reading to you because you told me once you loved it. So hurry 
home, Daddy dear, and I'll save up lots of nice things I think you'd 
like to hear. We'll read aloud every night for half an hour or so 
after the other folks have gone to bed or gone out somewhere times 
when you and I don't need to go. 

So Daddy, have a oeautiful time, and store up all the wonderful 
stories about South America for me. Remember I'm interested in 
every tiny thing you see and do, and hurry home to your loving 
daughter 

Pat. 

P. S. You better just address the letters as usual, for no telling 
how long we'll stay here, and of course they'll be forwarded if I 
should stAj as long as an answer to this. Comfort yourself about me, 
ptredous father, I'm having the very best time I could Dave with- 
out you." 

Letter from Mrs. Daniel P. Merrill to her husband's 
lawyer, Norris Mason, Esq.: 

"Dear Mr. Mason: — 

I am so sorry to have to apologize for Patricia. She is such a 
child yet in spite of her coming of age. Last evening a friend of her 
school days swooped down upon her and simply carried her off for 
an extended trip. I hesitated very much to let her go in her 
father's absence, but the girls simply would not take no for aa 
answer, and after all there was no real reason why I should inter- 
fere with her pleasure. 

It never occurred to me that she was due to come down to the 
office on her birthday and see you. Mr. Merrill reminded me just be- 
fore he left that it was so arranged, but I suppose it slipped her mind 
as it did mine until the last minute. Then of course as everything 
was arranged it was too late to delay. I suppose, however, it will 
make no real difference to delay the conference until her return, which 
is a little indefinite at present, as her friends have not made all their 
plans. She asked me to let you know why she did not respond to the 
summons you sent her, and to ask if you would kindly send her usual 
allowance to me to forward to her, as her address was some- 
what imcertain. 

I hope it will in no way annoy or inconvenience you that the ap- 
pointment was not kept) and suppose with Patricia that it was some 
mere detail of her coming of age which can as well be arranged later. 

Begretting that my daughter was unable to come to the office 
X am very sincerely, ^^^ q, MerrilL" 
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The lawyer Banded the letter over to his partner with a 
troubled sigh: 

*^ I wonder ^hat that woman is up to now ! ^' he said. 

Letter from John Treeves, addressed to Patricia Men ill, in 
her western home, with ^^ To be forwarded *' written across 
the comer: 

^ Dear old friend: 

Not that you are old, of course, only aa a friend, I remember 
distinctly that you were just two years lacking two months younger 
than myself. I hope you haven't forgotten. 

I've been through the war, and lost my precious mother, and now 
I've come home and I'm lonesome and want to see soma one that used 
to belong. I saw your double the other day, or what I suppose might 
be a double of what you might look like now, and it made me want 
to see you. I'm going back to Maple Brook to-morrow and shall be 
rather busy for some days, after which I expect to take a western 
trip— perhaps. If you are at home and care to see an old conurade 
write me at Maple Brook within the next week. 

Here's hoping for both. 

Sincerely, 

John D. Treevea." 

This letter was written the day before John Treeves left 
his uncle. 

Letter from Tenbroek, Mason & Co., lawyers, to Daniel 
P. Merrill: 

"Dear Dan: — 

That little girl of yours appears to have gone off on a picnic with 
a school friend, so I haven't been able to have the little talk with 
Pat I promised you on her twenty-first birthday. Your wife haa 
written that Pat left word I should send her allowance to Mrs. 
Merrill and she would forward it, as the address was uncertain. I 
haven't done it yet. Perhaps I won't. I think I'll wait till Pat gets 
back. It depends on how things turn out. If I were you I'd come 
home as soon as you get those papers sighed. Let ' prospects ' go to 
the dogs. You are more needed here. Don't worry, of course. I just 
wanted to put myself on record as having broken my promise, but I 
guess she'll soon be home and I can keep it. If I knew where to get 
her I'd take a little trip and settle up, but Mrs.. Merrill seemed 
mighty uncertain about her whereabouts when I called her up, so 
I'll wait a few days. 

I hope you are taking it easy and getting the real rest you needed. 
Don't worry about business. Everything is turning out all right. The 
Mattison contracts came in O.K. right on the date, and everything is 
moving just as it ought. Here's hoping you come back soon. 

As ever. 

Mason.'* 
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Letter from Marjorie Cole to Larda Getchel, a school 
friend of the past winter and spring : 

"Bear Larch: 

The fates are against me and I oan't oome to your house party! 
You can't think how furious I am, but mother has put her foot down, 
hard and there doesn't seem any way to make her take it up again. 
I'm being hounded down to the Mountains with Aunt Sylvia under 
the pret^t of looking after her. There's a perfectly stunning nephew 
of an old miser down there, and mother has heard if it. She thinks 
of course that he will take my mind off of Al, but she'll find she's 
miased her guess. I'm going to mopq and mope until I get back 
again and have my own way. Not too much though, for mother has 
promised me a new fur evening coat if I go without making a fuss, 
90 I'll wait till I get it before I mope t^ decidedly. Tell Al I'm 
no end sorry not to see him, but he understands how it is, and this 
is just one of the things that will balk all my plans if I don't keep 
my maternal parent soothed. It was perfectly ducky of you to plan 
it all and ask us up there^ and I thought for a while I could pull it 
off, but it didn't work right, so I concluded I better bide my time 
till mother gets immersed in winter affairs, and then it will be easy 
to slip off for a week end real often. If that old weasel of a butler 
badn't poked his nose into it I would be with you now, but he 
thought he had to blab about my meeting Al, and of course Mother 
was all up in the air. But I'll be as docile as possible down in that 
dull old hole, and she'll soon forget, and let me do as I please again. 

Do write to me while I'm down at that tiresome old dump, and 
don't forget to give Al the enclosed letter, that's a darling. 

Yours for keeps, 
Marjorie." 

Telegram from Mrs. Horliss-Cole to her sister-in-law at 
the Mountain House : 

''Have room reserved for Marjorie, who will arrive to-morroW 
night. See that she meets the right people, and don't let her get 
interested in any more queer people. If that Al turns up or annoys 
in any way telegraph or phone immediately. Marjorie will bring 
things. Keep me posted as to her behaviour. I'm sending Banely 
along. 

f Signed) Katharine Von Houghten Horliss-Cole." 

Telegram from Miss Sylvia Cole to her sister-in-law, Mrs. 
Horliss-Cole : 

'< The man's gona He left this morning. It won't be necessary. 
Besides, I don't want her. I'm here resting and can't be bothered. 
Send things by parcel post. 

(Signed) S. Ck>le." 
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Telegram from Mr. Horliss-Cole to his sister: 



<t 



Maxjorie and Banely leave on to-night's train. Have room re- 
served. It will please me greatly if you can distract her attention 
for a we^ or so ^11 1 can get time to take her on a trip somewhere. 

(Signed) JIM." 

Telegram from Miss Sylvia Cole to her brother^ James 
Horlifis-Cole : 

''All right, only don't hold me responsible if she runs away. 

(Signed) S. Cole." 



CHAPTER X 

As John Treeves sank bajck in his seat in the train it was 
as if a great burden had rolled away, a relief come upon him. 
He cast off the thought of the ghoulish old man as one easts 
away a disagreeable duty done, and he felt free to give himself 
to the thought of the life that lay before him. His conscience 
was entirely satisfied with the forgiveness he had given to the 
old unrepentant soul who was his uncle, and even the pang of 
pity that had occasionally stirred his wrathful young heart 
had been amply compensated, he considered. That he should 
remain longer in that atmosphere of worldUness and super- 
ficial show for the sake of satisfying an abnormal pride in a 
man who was on the brink of the grave did not appeal to him 
as either a necessity or a virtue. He had done his duty, more 
than done it, by answering the old man's sununons and by 
giving a tentative promise that he might return later. 

Now as he sat back and looked out of the window on the 
rapidly passing landscape, he felt somewhat like a person who 
has entered a vast amphitheatre and taken a seat before the 
great curtain about to rise on the most important scene of 
his life. He felt a breathless attention and wonder as to 
what his eyes should see when the first act should begin. This 
wavering beautiful landscape of mountain and valley and soft 
fringe of pine with a glimmer of silver lake in the distance 
was like the beautiful painted curtain before the stage, and 
of interest because it made a fitting frontispiece for that 
which was to foUow. In spite of his reason he found himself 
wondering what was behind the beauty for him in the days 
that were to come, as one wonders what is being arranged to 
be seen when the curtain rises, and what the players are doing 
behind the scenes in the minutes of waiting before the hour 
has struck. 

95 
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For the next few days were to decide his future. Of tliai 
he was as certain as if a great court had so decreed it. 

And now his thoughts must needs go backward, back 
behind those terrible days of Prance, of horror and uncertainty 
and blackness of night and pain and loss; back to a time five 
years ago — ^five years in a few days now. His birthday ! And 
he^ at his mother^s request^ had come home to spend it with her. 

How frail she had looked and sweet and young as she stood 
to receive him with open arms and a smile so wonderful upon 
her lips, and about her eyes. Eyes which even then must 
have known the secret of the brief space that was to be hers 
yet here upon the earth. There had been something unusual 
about her. He had felt it even as he took her in his arms and 
laid his face against hers. He felt she had changed in the 
brief few weeks since he had left home for the fall term. She 
did not look sick, and her old vitality seemed to be as grea;t 
as ever, no failing of breath, nor pallor ; only a lovely f ragility, 
a light in her eyes as if she had seen further into mysteries 
than others see, a something that made him glad he had come 
home, even though it had at first seemed an unnecessary 
extravagance after such & shoii absence; a great trembling 
in his heart for the future — ^the future that was now his to 
walk alone in a world without her. 

But that day she had not let him feel sad. She had blessed 
him continually with her smile, and the look in her eyes, and 
she had been ready to make the most of every minute, for she 
had known he must return by the midnight train in order 
not to miss important classes. She had drawn him into the 
little cosy Uving room, with its table set for the evening meal 
they would have together that night when they should return 
from the day she had planned. There were the dishes he 
had always loved, with a bit of a flower in a clear glass vase 
with a slender stem. He knew the flower was the single 
product of the plant in the sunny window, tended and fostered 
for this occasion. How every little petal stood out now in 
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dear relief, the details of that dear day. There had been 
other days after that, many and beautiful, but that day stood 
out €U3 a notable laadmark^, a kind of turning point in his career. 

On the table stood the willow basket already packed, the 
basket they had taken so many times before on little pleasant 
excursions together, sometimes alone, sometimes with one or 
two other choice friends, or again with some one who needed 
a rest and a bit of cheering. It was all tender and beautiful, 
his memory of her. He had always known it, of course, but 
as he reviewed it now he took in the lovely fact as he had 
never taken it before, and a wave of indignation went over 
him against the worthless old millionaire who had presumed 
to trample upon her. Not that he had ever been able really 
to hurt her, only it hurt him to think he had tried; to know 
that the old man could never be made to understand what 
exquisite holiness he had blasphemed. 

There was a rug and a book, and his old cap and sweater 
ready also, and his mother was wearing her tramping boots 
and a dark blue skirt and blouse that made her look so young 
and girlish, vri.th the little soft gray felt hat on her shining 
hair that would escape in littie soft rings about her face 
and neck. 

It had been a wonderful day, a day like this one^ with 
sparkling air and a sky of softest blue that warmed and 
mellowed the red glow and the golden shimmer of autumn and 
parried the very thought of death that their radiant beauty 
foretold. They had walked to " the mountain '^ as they, the 
villagers, called it, a favorite walk with them since his child- 
hood, and one where they had spent many a glad day together. 
It had seemed so natural to turn their steps that way that 
neither had even questioned where they were going They 
just walked along together, conscious that all things trouble- 
some were for the moment pushed back — or forward, and they 
were here, just they two, together for the day. There would 
7 
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be separatioiifi, and sorrow and disappointment perhaps, but 
they were not for this hour. Here was to be only peace. 

It was up this mountain she had taken him when he was 
a little fellow, the day before he went first to school, and had 
read to him, and played with him, and finally talked with 
him about the deeper things of life which he would meet out 
in that world to which school was to be the opening door. 
It was here they had come the day she told him about his 
father who had left them before he could remember, about 
his great love for his mother, and the wonderful days they 
had had together before he was taken away. Here they had 
come when he was about to imite with the church, the little 
old brick church in the village where his grandfather had 
preached, and she had talked with him earnestly about the 
great step which he was about to take, and together they had 
kneeled on the moss at the foot of a sheltering tree while she 
prayed for him — such a prayer! He could hear the tones 
of her voice even now in his soul though the words were 
gone teyond his memory. 

Here, too, she had brought him the day her first story was 
accepted with an accompanying check that would make the 
nest egg for his college course, and sprung the surprise upon 
him after the day was almost over. And there were other 
days — ^the time when he was about to leave home for college — 
and again when he was considering whether he should go to 
the theological seminary and prepare for the ministry. 

But this day, this twenty-first birthday of his, that was to 
mark a turning point in his life, a time when he should come 
definitely face to face with himself and his own beliefs and 
opinions as over against what he had been taught, he had felt 
underneath all the joy a sense of uneasiness back in his mind ; 
a knowledge that there was that in his heart that would pain 
his mother if she knew it, and a wonder whether he would be 
able to keep it from her clear searching gaze. Her eyes had 
always been able to read his face, and his eyes had always 
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given back glad answer to her question when he had been 
absent for a time. Now, however, he was conscious for the 
first time that he was keeping something back, something 
which as yet he had not given a name, and it had made him 
restless and ill at ease, even in his joy of seeing her. 

Their walk had been much like other walks in its quiet con- 
verse ; just items of the way ; about a bird that flitted across the 
eky with a touch of silver darting across its wings in the sun- 
light; about the mass of color against the foot of the hill, and 
the tall pine that was their trysting place, far and quiet above 
the town, with a convenient rock for shelter from wind or sun 
or rain ; about the braided center of the brook they paused to 
watch crossing the bridge, where a clutter of little golden 
beech leaves had patterned themselves gently in with the 
dimples of the stream. 

The day had been much like other days, quiet and peaceful 
and dear. They had climbed to the top. He had noticed that 
his mother's step did not lag, and that the color in her face 
was clear, and her eyes were bright as if her interest in the 
day was vital, and as young aa his, if not even more so, for 
indeed he had felt old that day, coming twenty-one, and 
with the burden of dawning individuality and doubt in the 
back of his mind. 

They had eaten their delectable limch like nectar and 
ambrosia after the imiversity eating club. She had made 
angel cake as light as down, a great treat, because he knew it 
took eleven eggs, and eggs were dear. They were part of the 
price of his education — ^the eggs she raised and sold. And 
there was a little cup of fruit salad, oranges and grapes and 
other fair fruits. He could recall the delicious flavor of it all, 
and little chicken sandwiches cut in roimds. He smiled with 
a sigh as he remembered she had excused the extravagance by 
saying she had made a bread pudding of the edges. How they 
had had to think of every little trifle like that in order to get 
through and make both ends meet I 
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And there was that little good-for-nothing old man, rolling 
in Inmry, sitting idly in his chair and cursing everything 
that foiled him, sending down on his tray every meal more 
than would have kept the two of them for a whole day, having 
his clawlike old fingernails manicured and his withered old 
countenance massaged; and his mother, his exquisite little 
mother, sweetly starving herself to death that she might make 
angel cake for her son^s twenty-first birthday I 

Not that he wanted any of that money, even though half 
of it rightly belonged to his father, who had been cheated out 
of his inheritance by the scheming old brother ! No, he was 
proud that he and his mother had gotten along and held their 
own without assistance, but he could not forget that the uncle 
liad refused help in the first terrible need. 

It had not been until after the napkins were folded and 
the basket repacked that she had settled back against the tree 
trunk and looked down into his eyes, as he stretched below 
her on the grass and said with that gentle voice of hers that 
somehow drew confession from the most reluctant lips, 

" Now, son, what is it ? '' 

Slowly, hesitatingly, feeling his way for the words because 
he had not allowed the thoughts to take definite form before, 
he had told her of the change that was creeping over him. He 
apologized for it on the ground that he supposed it was 
because he was beginning to be a man. He tried to belittle 
the significance of it, to make light of it, to treat it as if it 
were a mere passing phantasy, but her clear eyes saw through 
all his subterfuges, and he knew they did, and finally it was 
out in faulty hesitating sentences. He did not feel as he used 
to feel. He was not so sure of things. The old faith had 
been shaken. The things they had read and talked about 
together were losing their force with him, the arguments of 
learned men were presenting a strong and unbroken front 
before his faltering protest. The Bible no longer stood the 
matchless and perfect book of (Jod. There were portions of it 
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that his reason could no longer accept, although his heaxt was 
eager, anxious, for her sake, if for no other, to ding to it 
as long as he lived. There were glaring errors of chro- 
nology, contradictory statements, impossibilities of action, 
absurd dogmas ! 

Little by little she drew it all from him with her strong 
true eyes that would not be deceived, yet seemed to hurt so as 
they listened. As he thought of it now at the distance of the 
years he could seem to see her eyes quiver and cringe as before 
a blow at each new revelation of his change of heart, yet she 
had not flinched. Those eyes had looked him bravely back 
with even a quiver of a smile on the lips that had grown white* 
She summoned strength to probe him further. Had he 
lost the sense of Christ? Did he mean that he no longer 
believed in the Deity of Christ? No, he hadn^t quite gone 
so far yet, he owned, but she saw beyond his doubt and knew 
that he was wavering in that direction. 

Her lashes had droopeit^ low on her white cheeks and she 
had been silent awhile struggling with her own emotion. He 
knew she felt she must not let him see the shock it had been 
to her. Perhaps he had Hot known it so surely then as now 
that it was a terrible shock. It was nearly five years ago, and 
he was young then — ages yoimger, it seemed, than now. 

How she had swept those long lashes up at him suddenly 
with a piercing look of deep indignation in her eyes, and a 
tremble of wrath in her voice as she asked : 

*^ And those teachers of yours that are so wise, have they 
given up God, too?'' 

" Oh, no,'' he hastened to tell her. *' No, they were sure of 
a Supreme Power " — and he hastened on with the rigmarole 
that had worn its way into the wall of faith she had wrought so 
hard to build about her son. 

They had talked until sunset, quietly on the whole, yet 
underneath each knew that the soul of the other was writhing 
in torture. He did not want to hurt her, and she knew it, but 
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jet neither could he deceive her, for so she had ingrained 
the truth in his soul. In his young arrogance he had not seen 
the depth of her anguish then. He knew it now. The sorrow 
of the years had taught him what she had suflEered, she whose 
faith was supreme and whose love for him was unalterable. 
The agony of having dealt that blow to her had been growing 
in him all the way home, was almost unbearable now, as he 
neared the old home and the trysting place, he felt as if he 
•could not go there where she had been and know that his last 
talks with her had all been of alienation. For though she 
had struggled against it, and sought with all her strength of 
will and winning love to hold him to the old ways, she had seen 
him drifting away more and more each time, and he had felt 
A sort of fatality in it. 

He marveled as he thought of her own faith. That in 
itself ought to have held him to something. What was that 
verse he used to read with her, '^But continue thou in the 
things which thou hast learned and hast been assured of, 
Jmowing of whom thou hast learned them; and that from a 
child thou hast known the Holy Scriptures which are able 
to make thee wise imto salvation through faith which is in 
Christ Jesus.^' 

Were they ? Was that true ? Had he made a mistake to 
leave faith for reason ? Well, he would know. If there was 
«uch a thing as finding out he would do it now. He had 
promised her and he would do it. Nothing should be left 
undone that he could do to bring back the old faith, the old 
assurance that these things she had taught him were true. 

She had not attempted argument that day. It was as if 
she had seen the whole thing coming and had been praying 
about it, as one accepts a terrible illness laid upon a loved one. 
So quietly, so pitifully she had taken her stand, as if he 
were imder some kind of a hallucination. She was so sur^ 
«nd so uplifted by her faith. She had not advised him to 
drop his theological studies. She wanted him to go on a little 
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further. She hoped, he could see, that the way would clear 
again, and his faith shine out the brighter because of the 
momentary dimming. She had asked him to promise to 
read his Bible and to pray more than he had ever done before, 
and she had reiterated the promise that whosoever would do 
His will should know. And he was willing enough until they 
came to the question of what was *^ doing His will.^' Eight 
there they had split. She said always first, ^^ And this is His 
will that they might believe on His name/' and this phrase 
had become a meaningless chant on his ear. His interpreta- 
tion had been to love his neighbor and do good to those in need. 
He felt that in service should that " doing '' be found. He 
had given himself to social service, spending all his time not 
actually needed for his studies in a large city settlement, toil- 
ing earnestly in the slums to uplift fallen humanity. He 
learned many useful things, but he did not learn assurance 
of his faith in Christ. His mother said he was not " doing 
the will'' and therefore could not claim the promisie. He 
continued to recite to her his sacrifices, and she only looked 
at him with deep, sorrowful eyes, and that far-away smile that 
haunted him always after he had gone back to the University 
and his theology, and once when he had spoken of a life of 
sacrifice as the supreme offering that a man may render his 
Maker, she murmured sadly : ^^ Behold, to obey is better than 
sacrifice. His orders are to heUeve/' 

But he had turned away impatient and f oimd fault with 
her for being narrow and old-fashioned. He had told her 
the times were changed since his grandfather's day, that this 
was the age of progress. Science had made great strides, men 
must not be tied by the superstitions of the past — ^and then 
he had turned and found her weeping quietly, as if she would 
not be comforted, and then he had been obliged to go to his 
train while she still wept uncomf orted. Indeed, what comfort 
was there for him to give, since he must be honest? 

John Treeves had long ago settled down in his seat in & 
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hunch with his hat drawn over his eyes. There were tears in 
his eyes now as he sat there with the nimbling of the train 
jolting his aching head, and pounding in rhythm, with his 
aching heart. For all at once it came to him that old Calvin 
Treeves had not been half as cruel to this gentle mother 
of his as he, her loving son, had been, for he indeed had 
broken her heart. 

It was only a week and a day after that sorrowful leave- 
taking that they sent him word that she had taken pneumonia 
and was very sick. He had hastened to her bedside and sat 
with her night and day, but had known from the start that she 
was steadily slipping from him. And hour after hour, as he 
sat staring blankly before him, longing with all his heart to 
do something to comfort her, knowing there was but one thing 
he could do, yet helpless to do it it seemed, because the air 
fleemed leaden and dark about him and the sky was black above. 
Then most unexpectedly she had opened her eyes witti the old 
•Weet smile and looked into his very soul : 

*^ Son, you will promise me something '^ her voice waa 

the faintest whisper: 

He bowed his head and sobbed upon her hand, '^ Anything, 
anything, mother darling ! ^^ then waited breathlessly to hear 
her words: 

*^ You will not preach — against — ^him 1 ^* 

'^ Never, Mother. Never ! " he raised his head vehemently. 

She smiled and seemed relieved. For a time she held his 
hand and later she slept. Most miraculously from that hour 
she grew better. The last afternoon before he went back to 
his studies they sat together. She was able to talk a little now, 
but the main subject of their thoughts had not been broached 
between them. As the shadows grew dusky in the room and 
the flame of the open fire flickered softly on the hearth, she 
put out her hand to his. 

" Dear, I\e been thinking. There is something else Pd 
like you to promise me.^ 
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HhQ pressure of his hand told her she had her wish : 
^ I have read somewhere about the IndiaoB, that when an 
Indian boy comes to the age of manhood there is a certain rite 
which he must perform before he can cast aside the garments 
and the name of his childhood, and^become a man. He goes 
apart into a lonely place in the wood or desert where he can 
commime with himself and the Great Spirit and there he medi- 
tates, and diooses his new name, the name of some animal 
whose skin he is henceforth to wear like an amulet, a name 
which shall be significant of the life he means to lead. When 
I read it I thought it would be good if all young men went 
apart to meditate with God before they took upon them the 
sacred responsibility of manhood. And I would like my son 
to do that. When you have finished your studies I have a 
fancy that you should go to the old rock on the mountain 
where you and I have gone together so often and stay there 
until you have found yourself and your new name, and know 
what you ought to do in life. I want you to get away from the 
world long enough with God and the Bible and search for 
Him, honestly, vrith your whole heart. He has promised 
that you shall find Him when you shall search for Him with 
ail your heart, and I feel sure that He will keep that promise 
to you and to me. And so I have written you a letter, see, it 
is sealed, and I will put it in the little secret drawer of my 
desk where you used to love to go and find your father^s 
picture and the little Bible I carried to church when I was 
small. No, son, don^t open it now. It is for that day, when 
you shall go alone into the open and stay till you find God. 
Take my Bible with you, ancj my letter, and stay until you 
have found Him and He has told you if you are to preach for 
Him, and what you are to say. If you find Him not you will 
liot have searched with all your heart, and YOU MUST NOT 
PEEACH. But-YOU WILL FIND HIM. He never fails. 
^^ See, I have thought it aU out. You will be twenty-four, 
almost when you are through your studies. Take a little rest 
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during the eimmier, just to get away from all you have been 
thinking and studying, get out and be glad in the out of doors, 
and then on your twenty-fourth birthday, or later if anything 
hinders your graduation, take the letter, and the Bible and 
go apart to fast and find your soul and your Grod. Will you do 
this for me ? Will you keep this tryst with God ? ^' 

And he had bowed his head and promised. 

The war had come and whirled him away into a purgatory 
of time just as he was through his studies, and now, two years 
later, he was back and his twenty-sixth birthday was approach- 
ing, was but three days off, and he was on his way to keep 
tryst. But the mother who had sent him had slipped away 
to God while he was in France, and the news of her going had 
come to him like a shock after the war was over, when he was 
almost on his way back to her, and he had only her letter, the 
imread letter, and her precious marked Bible to take with 
him into the wilderness to the trysting place. 



CHAPTER XI 

The little white bungalow at the extreme end of the village 
street, in Maple Brook, had not been opened since the neigh- 
bors straightened everything with mathematical precision oa 
the afternoon after the funeral, and when John Treeves, weary 
and heart sick, put the key in the latch and threw the door 
open, a dusiy, unfamiliar atmosphere flung out to greet him. 
The little home where his mother and he had spent so many 
happy hours seemed an alien place in that first breath. But 
when he had stepped in and closed the door, and lighted a lamp 
that still had some oil left in it, the old sweet home look rushed 
aroimd him and stung the tears into his eyes. There on the 
mantel was the clock he had saved up his pennies to buy for 
her on Christmas, staring at him with silent face, a kind of 
epitome of all the loneliness since the dear mother who was 
the heart of the home had gone away. The stone about the 
rugged little fireplace had been scrubbed clean of all suggestive 
cosy smoke, and the fireplace was empty, swept and garnished 
with only a laurel leaf and a spray of dead asparagus fern as 
a reminder of funeral flowers. He strode over and brushed 
them down the ash damper out of sight with a sigh that was 
almost a groan, and dropped into her little cushioned chair 
beside the hearth, his head upon his hands : 

^ Oh, Mother ! Mother ! Mother ! '^ he moaned, and the 
agony reached to the curtained window sash where a man 
stood outside with his ear strained, and his eyes vainly trying 
to see what was going on inside. Something in the voice 
brought a choking feeling into old Hespur^s throat, and made 
him rub his eyes hastily. 

By and by John Treeves summoned courage to go the 
rounds of the little house, and look into every dear comer. It 
seemed almost as if he must flnd her somewhere if he only 
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searched long enough. It was worst when he came to hii 
mother's bedroom, with the closet door just a bit ajar and a 
comer of her pretty blue and white bathrobe glimpsing out 
so naturally, as if she had just cast it aside. 

He did not feel like eating, though he had bought some 
things in the city before coming out and had intended to cook 
himself some supper. Instead he snatched the little faded 
bathrobe from its hook, and wrapping it in his arms flimg him- 
self down upon her bed, with his face in her dusty pillow, and 
there he fell asleep. 

Old Hespur, outside in the starlight, waited long and 
anxiously, but at last concluded the yoimg man was asleep, 
and crept away to find a scanty lodging for himself. It was 
hard on a man who was getting old and had been used to ease 
and luxury to knock around like this and not know from hour 
to hour what was to be his portion, but Hespur would go 
through fire for his crabbed old master. Some might have 
thought it was for hope of gain, but it was in reality for love 
of his pitiful old charge. Besides, Hespur found a warm spot 
in his heart for this spirited youth who was so like, and yet 
who had so little toleration for his old im.cle. It was only 
a haymow, nesting warm in the hay that old Hespur found 
for a lodging that night, for the village were all asleep. But 
he stole forth at daybreak and found food and water and a 
place to make a hasty toilet, then hastened back to watch the 
little white cottage at the end of the street. 

It was high noon when John Treeves, wearied with his 
journey and the sorrow of his home-coming, awoke to life 
again and remembered that it was his birthday, and what he 
had to do that day. A strange reluctance was upon him as he 
thought of it, an apathy about life in general, and this day in 
particular. Somehow he shrank as he was face to face with 
his promise. He turned his face to the pillow and closed his 
eyes, wishing with an inexpressible longing that he might just 
lie here and breathe away his life in sleep, and be put beside 



THE TRYST 109 

the mother who loved him. What was the use in going out 
into the wilderness in search of a God who had not chosen to 
come to him ? 

But when he arose and dashed cold water in his face, and 
began to go about and think of the day, a kind of excitement 
began to fill him. A fine enthusiasm for the duty, or should 
he call it a privilege that was before him? It was the only 
thing left that he might do for his mother and it was a sacred 
promise. Then, too, there lay beneath it all a hope that after 
all he might find his mother^s God. It was vague and faint, 
for he had been through too much to have many illusions left, 
but stiU it was there. And if he should find him — ^Ah ! He 
would follow all his life. It was the utmost he could do to 
atone for the sorrow his loss of faith had caused her. What 
a fool he had been not to have known her agony in tiie full 
measure of its meaning. Somehow he might have ended it 
sooner, perhaps by the sooner seeking. By sticking to the old 
ways and attending church and doing Christian work, the 
work she loved. How arrogant he had been in his pride that 
he had cared more to speak out the truth of his doubts than 
to try to find a way to keep his faith. It puzzled him now to 
think that he had not tried to stop the flow of doubts, to have 
kept at least a semblance of the old ways for her sake. What 
a fool he had been not to know he was walking over her heart 
every moment 1 Would that pain in her eyes haimt him the 
rest of his life ? 

And it was of her he was thinking as he took his way, 
with only his mother's Bible and the letter, and went forth into 
the wilderness on his search. 

The day was bright and clear with a warmth in the air that 
was unusual for that climate and that time of year; and the 
flky was blue and misty with that highness that comes on days 
when the mystery of Heaven seems to be about the earth. But 
his feet dragged as he walked, for it seemed that every 
step that took him to the old trysting place made him more 
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conscious of the absence of the one who had made those trips 
so wonderful, and been the heart and the life of the day. 

And behind him, at a great distance, so that he would not 
be noticed, walked old Hespur, dodging behind trees at any 
turn of the road where his quarry might turn and look back, 
but always keeping him in view. 

The road wound across a stream, and gradually up, up the 
'^mountain/' John Treeves walked on with head down, 
observing nothing as he mounted to the crest above him. 
Worn out, absorbed with his own thoughts, he dropped upon 
the hard earth underneath the old tree and buried his face in 
his hands. 

Half an hour later old Hespur, puffing and panting, halt- 
ing, and all but exhausted, toppled to the crest of the hill, gave 
one swift glance about, sighted the huddled figure under the 
bare tree, and slid down out of sight. Stealthily he circuited 
the great rock, and climbed again until he reached a position 
where he could see and not be seen, and there he sat him 
down to wait and try to understand. 

Was this lad bent upon some evil deed, and was his con- 
science repenting him? Or had he come here for some mys- 
terious secret meeting? Perhaps he was a spy ! Or again, it 
might be a girl ! Some girl that his friends did not approve. 
But no! He had no friends from all accounts, save a few 
villagers in the hamlet below the hill, and perhaps some far- 
away soldiers in Prance. And it was plain as the nose on 
your face that he did not care a whit what Calvin Treeves 
thought or wished. Old Hespur decided that here must be 
some deep-laid plot, perhaps for a nationwide reformation of 
some sort. He had faith enough in the fine brow and the 
strong Treeves chin to know it was nothing evil. And so old 
Hespur waited, and from time to time peered forth from 
his hiding place to see if his companion was still there. 

Once he heard the rattle of a paper, and strained his neck 
to try and see what like it was, for he knew of old that his 
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master was interested in all possible details, and had often ' 
been put to it to invent enough to satisfy him. 

The letter that John Treeves finally opened tenderly and 
read with blurring eyes and choking breath was such a letter ' 
as could only be written by a consecrated mother who had • 
agonized over her beloved child, and had pleaded with God 
for his salvation from the infidelity of the world. There was * 
no ranting nor pleading, no cittempt at learned argument, nor 
quotation from theologians. She did not attempt to refute 
the so-called science wherewith he had bolstered his new 
freedom from the faith of his fathers. She simply set them 
all aside and told him that reasoning of man was vain. That 
religion was a spiritual thing and must be tested spiritually. 
God was a spirit and those that reached him must reach out 
their spirits, not their intellects, to grasp Him. The Bible 
and its claims either were true or else they were not, and it 
was quite easy for anyone who cared to put them to the test. . 
Wisdom and knowledge were vain without that spiritual out- . 
reaching. Wisdom and knowledge would fall into place and 
be found all harmonious when the approach was made first by • 
the spirit. Science and knowledge changed from year to year, 
but there had not been wanting those in every age who had 
found God by searching for Him with all their hearts, and by 
taking Him at His Word. That was what she asked of her 
son, to *^ search with all his heart,^^ and to make it possible for 
God to show him the truth, by complying with th^ conditions 
of the promises in the Bible. 

She recalled to his mind how Abraham had belonged to a 
heathen nation and had heard God^s call and had enough 
faith in the promise to take his family to a foreign land and 
become a new nation. She had marked the main great ' 
promises, beginning back when God first led His people, and 
she asked him to read them aloud to himself there on the hill, - 
and then to talk with God about them until he should know. * 
That was the main emphasis, that he should stay there until 
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he should know one way or the other whether he was to be a 
child of God or not 

There was no pleading with him to get ready to come 
home to her as some mothers would have written; there was 
throughout the whole epistle a tender confidence as of one 
giving directions of a well-known oft-trod way, to another 
in the dark, with the surety that he would follow and find 
the way home. 

When he opened the little Bible there were no blisters of 
tears on its thin, worn pages. The print was as clear as when 
it was new, though the edges of the leaves were frayed and 
crumpled with much use. He could almost see his mother's 
confident smile as she bent over the beloved pages. Her faith 
reached through the years of separation even though a grave 
was between, and seemed to be drawing him on. He began 
to wonder how with such a mother and such teaching he had 
ever got away from it all. 

A fine shame and contempt of himself burned within him, 
while yet he felt that it had been the natural outcome of hia 
own development. And yet, as he held that beautifully worn 
Bible in his hand, he felt how audacious it had been for him 
to have the temerity to draw away. He seemed to see his 
mother's face as it used to look when she read to him on 
Sunday afternoon; and then the strong yet tender face of his 
grandfather, her minister — ^father, whom he dimly remem- 
bered, whose powerful and convincing sermons had been only 
excelled by his devoted self-forgetf ulness for others. And yet, 
on the other hand, stood a goodly company of wise and learned 
professors, with scholarly coimtenances, with dignified and 
cold demeanor, and a bit of a sneer on their lips; he knew 
like a well-read book the reasoning by which they would try 
to sweep away his mother's faith with such adjectives as 
** emotional " and " sentimental '' and the like. And he in 
between the two must act independent of either scholars or 
mother, and must go out alone to meet God^ even as the Wise 
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Men had searched^ and studied and fared forth, led by some 
inner call, to find the light. He had come here to do this, 
and here he would stay until it was done, although his soul 
shrank inexpressibly from the ordeal. 

Something seemed drawing him back, away from the 
things he had thought and believed as a Httle child, something 
seemed crying out to him that it was foolish and ridiculous 
for him, a grown man, to take a group of legends and treat 
them seriously, putting in claims on their strength before he 
had assurance. And yet — ^that was what faith was, a taking 
things on tmst^a swLging off and acting as if things wei; 
80 ! That was what his mother had done, and it had stayed 
by her through the struggle of life clear to the end and kept 
her sweet and strong — ^yes, aud happy, even through sorrow 
and toil and disappointment. He recalled the messages she 
had left for him, and knew that even on her death-bed she 
was happy in her faith ; that with her last breath she spoke 
the name of Jesus, with a happy smile, as if her faith had been 
justified. There was absolutely nothing that could stand 
as an argument against that, though he was fully aware that 
some cold stranger might urge the whole thing a bit of imag- 
ination supplemented by sentiment. But he knew his mother 
too Wiell to accept any such theory. And there he was, iu a 
strait betwixt two kinds of reasoning when his eyes came to 
the very verse she had quoted in her letter as an initial 
promise : *^ And ye shall seek me and find me, when ye shall 
search for me with all your heart!'* 

Well, how did one search? He would begin. He would 
put the full strength of his purpose into it, and dispose of this 
question one way or the other, now and forever. It was queer 
though, this searching for a thing in which one did not believe. 
He read the verse over again, ^^ Ye shall find me when ye shall 
search.^' It suddenly came over him that this believing after 
all was a voluntary act of the will. He could decide to act on 
a certain hypothesis and go ahead, whether he was really 
8 
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assured of it or not. It was the first tune that the idea had 
presented itself to him in that way. When his mother had 
asked him to "only believe/' he had responded, "I would 
gladly, if I eould.^ He had always supposed that he must 
wait for assurance or until the power to belieye was given 
him. Now he suddenly saw that if he willed to believe he 
could act upon that with as much success as if he knew that 
the hypothesis were true. It was like getting into a car, or a 
boat; one might not believe that it was seaworthy, or able to 
travel, but one could put one's self in its seat and wait for 
the car to give the assurance. He would try that. He would 
put himself into God's hands, and see if He would ** be found 
of him." 

" Well, then, I will do it now 1 " he said aloud with de- 
cision, and the words echoed back to him from an opposite 
hill with startling distinctness. 

He arose and stood for a moment looking up uncertainly 
to the briUiant autumn sky, as one approaching gazes up at 
the house of a stranger upon whom one is about to call. Then 
with great reverence he knelt beneath the tree with bared 
head, and as he did so, as clearly and distinctly as if a voice 
had spoken than came the words he had leiimed so long ago 
sitting beside his mother on Sabbath afternoons: " Then shall 
ye call upon me and ye shall go and pray unto me, and I will 
hearken unto you. And ye shall seek me and find me, when ye 
shall search for me with all your heart." 

Instantly as if it had been a rope thrown out to him in 
the midst of an overwhelming tide he seized it with his heart 
and began to cry aloud to God, " Oh, Lord, I take Thee at Thy 
word 1 A God cannot lie I I have come with my whole heart 
to search for Thee 1 Oh, be found of me, be found of me^ for 
my soul is in great distress 1 " 

Old Hespur, trained to respect royalty above all else in the 
universe, at the word *^Lord" scrambled to his feet and 
peered out from his hiding in wonder, but seeing the young 
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man upon his kneee, and percoiving no other piesencey he got 
quickly into the attitude of respect and attention, and thus 
stood behind the great rock for a long time stilled with awe 
and delight^ scarcely daring to breathe lest he should break the 
mysterious audience, standing as any well-trained servant , 
would, stand immoyable in the presence of a great and 
kingly guest. 

But no sound of rattling stone or crunching gravel reached 
the ear of the young man upon his kneea. His soul was in 
the presence of his Ood and his spirit was holding communion 
with him. Every longing that had ever been unsatisfied, every 
doubt that had clouded his faith, every rebellion that had 
hindered his growth, these were poured forth from the very 
depth of his being and laid before the God whom he had come 
to find. Then like troops of bright angels for everything he 
had to say, came the promises of God, both from the Old and 
New Testaments, especially promises concerning Jesus Christ. 
They were verses he had learned long ago, and thought he had 
forgotten, perhaps, at least they had not been in his mind for 
years^ though if anyone had asked how they ran he could 
always have repeated them. But now they came as though 
fresh and. new and spoken Mke a voice riuguig through his 
soul with a thrill of truth that was amazing, and with a 
preciousness that was unspeakable and aknost incredible; and 
they seemed not so much to fall into his mind, but into his 
heart to be put within the voluntary powers of his mind. All 
the old doubts, the old fallacies, the old impossibilities, were 
as if shut behind locked doors, rubbish that had nothing to 
do with the case. What were they after all but the product 
of men's minds? This was real, this spiritual communion, 
more real than anything that had ever come into his life, 
only approached in part by the love of his mother and his life 
with her. This was something that took hold of his spirit 
and made him live as he had never dreamed life could be; 
it was inexplicable, exalting, glorious beyond expression, some- 
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thing for which he would willingly exchange all the worldly 
knowledge and wisdom he had ever gained. How trivial they 
seemed to him now. How easily he had been fooled into 
unbelief by them. Why, why had he iiot known! How 
could he have been so deceived ? 

Then, as if in a revealing light, he saw himself as a sinner. 
He had never felt condemned before, for he knew that as 
men went he had lived on the whole a most exemplary life so 
far, clean and wholesome and kindly. That had been the 
result of his mother^s training and rather an inheritance than 
a voluntary or virtuous act however; this he now plainly saw. 
But he saw also that the great sin^ the sin of which he had 
been guilty, had been the neglect of God, the leaving of Christ 
out of his life, and at once it became clear to him that all 
sin was comprehended in that one sin, the turning away from 
Salvation, rejecting Christ and His atonement. His indifEer- 
enco of the past seemed an active ugly thing hurled at the 
Christ, and he bowed his head at the thought of it, and as if 
in answer came the words " Come now and let us reason to- 
gether, saiih the Lord, though your sins be as scarlet, they 
shall be as white as snow; and though they be red like crim- 
son, they shall be as wool.'* He found himself repeating tiie 
words with the Voice, in a note of triumph, and the sense of 
sin rolled away so completely that he was troubled. 

" But I am a sinner ! '^ he kept saying over to himself , 
"and I should feel condemned! Can I have grieved away 
His spirit ? '* 

Again came promises, words from the old prophets: 
" In tiiat day there shall be a fountain open . . . for sin 
and for uncleanness.*' " I, even I, am he that blotteth out thy 
transgressions for mine own sake, and will not remember thy 
sins.'* *' I have blotted out as a thick cloud thy transgres- 
sions, and, as a cloud, thy sins: return unto me; for I have 
redeemed thee.* 

His mother's Bible lay on the ground beside him, but he 
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hardly needed to take it up and turn its pages, so rapidly did 
the promises come, even before his eyes caught the words with 
his mother^s markings here aad there underlining words; 
and with them came a new clear meaning that he seemed 
always to have known, but never before apprehended. He 
talked aloud to God about them until the high, clear day be- 
came more glorious it seemed to him than any day that had 
ever dawned before. 

The little quiet village lay like a painted thing set in ita 
autumn foliage with the little jeweled stream winding through 
the valley, and in the distance darted a train of cars with its 
stream of trifling smoke, threaded its way among the trees^ 
paused a brief space, and hurried on to busy cities beyond the 
hills ; but the quiet trysting place was undisturbed as Heaven^ 
and had become a holy place. 



\ 



CHAPTER XII 

The man Hespur stood at attention for so long that his 
old bones ached, and he trembled with the cold, for the air 
was keen in that high place, and Hespur had not come pre- 
pared for camping ont as had the man he was watching, and 
at last during an interval when Treeves had risen with the 
book in his hand and his eyes thoughtfully fixed on the far 
hills, the old man silently unb^it, and dropped stealthily to the 
dry moss at his feet, worn out with exhaustion. 

For a long time the young man continued to walk up and 
down on the bluS at the top of the hill, reading — sometimes 
aloud, sometimes dropping upon his knees and praying. The 
tired old watcher drowsed a bit and waked to watch uneasily, 
half-aw^d, half -impatient, and could not quite make out if it 
were really prayer or not, this familiar talk with one who 
seemed not to be there. More than once he furtively stole a 
glance around the background to make sure no one else was 
present^ and then he settled down once more, for he was still 
his master's servant aud the orders had been to follow and 
find out. He could not leave till he was certain what was 
coming, and this impressive uncanny scene filled him with 
varied emotions that were overwhelming. But when he got a 
view of the young man's face and saw the light and uplift 
there, something seemed to quiet his impatience and fill birp 
with a longing to be out there too with God. Some old dis- 
quiet stirred within his soul and made him think of life and 
how near was another world— only a step ! 

The afternoon wore away and still that quiet figure waited 
behind the rode, hungry now, and shivering at intervals, for 
the air had grown keen and still the young man on the point 
of the hill sat beneath the tree turning the leaves of the Bible, 
or gazing across the valley into the distance. The sun grew 
118 
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ruby clear and dropped slowly with a cheek on either neigh* 
boring hiU, and Treeves closed the Bible and knelt again with 
reyerent face uplifted to the sky : 

*^ Oh, Jesus Christ/' he prayed aloud, '* if you want me, if 
you can use me, if you will make me fit, I will preach Thy 
Gospel. I give my life to thee forever more ! *' 

There was a look of profound ecstacy on the young, strong, 
uplifted face in the light of the setting sun, and the watcher 
marveled as he looked and bowed his head with a half- 
murmured ** Amen ! '* 

With a light, quick step John Treeves walked down from 
the mountain top back to the world again after his sojourn 
in the desert. His feet seemed to have wings and need no 
guidance from his mind and he went through the shadows 
like one who had a purpose. Hespur, as he stumbled cau- 
tiously on behind, left in shadow because of his slow-going, 
felt the darkness coming with a kind of dread new to him. 
He was not a man of fear, but he had seen a sight that after- 
noon that had made him conscious of another world lying all 
about him, and he was afraid to be left alone. For the first 
time in f orly years he wished for his mother, and felt a smart- 
ing, choking sensation in his throat and eyes as if he were 
going to cry. As he stumbled through a tangle of prickly 
blackberry branches iato a clearing, he brushed his hand across 
his eyes to wipe away the blur and murmured : *^ He's a fine 
yoimg man, he is, and he's all right. The old man'U be that 
mad ! But the young one's ail right I '* 

An hour later Hespur, footsore, cold, weary, and himgry, 
having seen his charge enter the little bungalow at the end of 
the village street, sat himself down at the deserted dining- 
room table of the only lodging house the village boasted and 
ordered a large meal. And while he waited he consumed 
quantities of excellent bread aad butter with maple syrup from 
a glass pitcher in the middle of the table. Fasting and prayer 
might agree with younger men, but if he had it to do over 
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again he would provide himself with a pocketful of sandwiches^ 
or at least some malted milk tablets. 

The next morning, having satisfied himself that his charge 
was well into the work of sorting and packing away his 
mother's things and likely to be anchored for a day or two 
more at least, Hespur boarded a train for the South, and within 
a few hours presented himself before his master, who greeted 
him with pitiful joy and wrath. 

Two old men together, they almost forgot their usual 
relation in their satisfaction of being together again. Hespur 
even forgot himself once and sat down on the edge of a chair 
while he was talking, for indeed the trip had been wearing 
and he was not so young as once ; but he arose almost imme- 
diately and stood stiflBy before his master, who was squeak- 
ing out little querulous questions: 

"You say he walked out in the country and climbed a 
mountain and stayed there all day without any food ? I don't 
imderstand what he was doing.'' 

" Why, sir," said Hespur searching his mind for the right 
thing. *^ Why, sir, sometimes he appeared to be reading." 

"EeadingI Eeading! What nonsense! Why should he 
climb to the top of a mountain this time of year to read? 
What was he reading? Were you near enough to see? " 

"Yes, sir. That is, sir, I couldn't but help knowing, 
because he read it out, sir. I sort of recognized it as it were, 
you know, sir." 

" Well, what was it ? " snapped the old man. " Why don't 
you say?" 

" Why, sir, as far as I could rightly hear, sir, I might have 
been mistaken, of course, sir, but it seemed, sir ^" 

" Well, why don't you get there ? Why don't you speak ? 
Are you afraid to say it, or what is the matter? WHAT was 
my nephew EEADING 1 " 

The last words were fairly shouted and the old man was 
growing apoplectic. 
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*'Why, sir, now, sir, don^t get excited, sir! Ton know 
what the doctor said the consequences might be, sir ! ^' 

"Shut up aboiut the doctor and tell me what I want 
to hear!'* 

*^ There, there, Mister Treeves, I^m getting there fast as 
I caD ! '* soothed the servant. " I think, sir, he was reading 
the Bible!'' 

"The Bible! The B/Bi^/'' fumed the old man. "You 
old rascal you, do you mean to tell me you would know the Bible 
if you heard it?'' 

" I think, sir, I might, sir," said the servaat humbly, " but 
I might have made a mistake, sir, of course, sir. There's many 
queer modem things written to-day, sir, and I can't pretend 
to keep up with the new-faagled kinds of religions, but it 
really sounded to me, sir, like what my old mother in England 
used to read by the fireside when I was a; boy back in the 
old country." 

" Well, get a Bible then and show me what he read. I 
suppose you'd know it again if you knew it once, 
wouldn't you?" 

" I might, sir, and then again I mightn't. You know, sir, 
if I remember rightly, that Bible is somewhat of an extended 
book, and he turned over many pages, sir, and read little pick- 
ings, sir, like you take the nice bits from the tray, sir, that 
comes up for you to eat. But there was one I could mostly 
remember if I tried, I think. He said it over so maay times. 
It was something like about going to hunt for God and finding 
Him if you was in earnest about it when you went. 
And he ^" 

" Well, what did he do ? " shouted the impatient invalid. 
" You act as if you were afraid to tell 1 " 

" Oh, no, sir, I'm not afraid to tell. It isn't that, but I 
tiiink, sir, he was in earnest, and he was hunting. It was a 
queer thing to do, sir, and one that I never heard of n man 
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doing before^ sir^ in all my ezpeiience, which has been many^ 
sir, but I think if you was to ask me, sir ** 

'^Qet away with all that muddle of words, you rascal I 
(Jet to your point. What do you think? ^' 

" Well, I think, sir, as he went out to that lonely place on 
a mountain to hunt for OodT' 

There was an awesome reverence about the old seryant^s 
voice that made his words tremendously impressive. The old 
man looked at him wildly with his little restless eyes, and then 
glanced fearsomely behind him and shuddered. 

^^ Don't be a FOOL!'' he bawled out '' WET do you 
think such a nonsensical, unreasonable, limatic thing as that? ^ 

** Because, sir,'' quite humbly, " he said as much, sir." 

*' Do you mean he talked to you about it, Hespur ? " 

'^ Oh, no, sir ! He was talking to Gk>d, sir, as far as I 
could make out, sir. He was down on his knees and looking 
up into the sky, sir, and he said just like this, just like ho 
might be talking to a friend you know, he cried out^ * Lord, 
you know that I'm hunting for you with all my heart, and I've 
come here to pray to you because you promised to hear me 
and let me find you,' or words to that effect, sir. Just like 
that, sir!" 

" Hespur 1 You don't think he's out of his mind, do you ? ^ 

** Oh, no, sir, not at all, sir. On the contrary, after listen- 
ing to him all day I came to the conclusion, sir ^" 

'' Weill Why don't you SAY what conclusion you 
came to ? " 

" Well, I thought perhaps, sir, it might be the rest of us, 
begging your pardon, of course, sir, who was off our minds." 

" What do you MEAN*, you old raacal you ? I'll discharge 
you some day pretty soon if you don't look out." 

** Well, you see, air, listening to him for sometime, sir, it 
became quite dear that we are all more or less going to die 
flometime soon, sir ! '* 

'' WH-H-H-A-AT I '^ 
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^^Wellf sir, I wasn't meaning one more than another, 
you know ^' 

" ISow you're Ex-CI-I-T-ing me ! And you know what the 

doctor said ! '' The old man was all of a quiver, and fear 

crouched in the beady old eyes, fear of his enemy, the only 
enemy his money had not been able to buy out ahead of him 
as the years had gone by. Always there had lurked aliead 
that DEATH, peering round at him menacingly from every 
coomer, and always he had known that one day it would 
get him 

*^Well, sir, — ^I'm sorry to stir you, sir, — but you would 
have the telling, sir, and if you'll permit me, sir, it wasn't 
so exciting a thing when you heard what he read, sir. And 
if you'd have seen his face, his fine young face with the joy 
on it as he said the words — ^words about not being afraid, 
sir, when the time comes and all that, sir ^' 

** Well, you needn't talk about it. I don't want to have 
ii robbed in that I'm getting old ^" 

** Oh, you're holding your own fine. Mister Treeves ! " 

^' Shut up! You know thaf 8 a Ue 1 Go get a Bible 1 " 



*' Yes, sir. 111 enquire if there's one about, sir ^" 

'*0f course there's one about. You get it, and get it 
quick 1 I want to see what that young rascal's about anyway." 

Hespur departed hurriedly, and returned in a few minutes 
with a deprecating air. 

** They don't seem to have any, not so you'd call it handy, 
down in the oflBce, sir," he apologized, **and I don't really 
suppose, sir, that they'd have much call for a thing like that 
in a place like this where everybody's pretty well off and com- 
fortable like. But the head-waiter did say there was a little 
girl that helps the chambermaid who was sort of religious 
like and he's sent to see if she's got one. If she has he'U 
borrow it for you. I'm sorry I didn't think to stop off in 
Washington and get you one, but it never entered my head 
like that you'd care to go to that length, sir. I'm sorry you 
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have to depend on a serving maid, sir, for the book you wan^ 
but I asked the man down on the golf links they said was some 
kind of a preacher if he had one by him and he said no, when 
he came off on a vacation he waated to get away from all 
that sort of thing for a little rest, sir, and he never brought 
one along, and I suppose, too, that would be quite reasonable, 
one having to do so much reading of the Bible all the year 
round being a preacher/^ 

*^ Shut your chatter 1 *' snapped the old man, " aud tell me 
what my nephew did. How did the thing end, anyway ? '* 

^' Why, he told Him he was going to be a preacher I '^ 

'' HE told WHO ? '' 

" Why HIM, the Lord/' 

*^ What do you mean ? '' 

'* I meau he just talked to him like Fm talking now to you. 
He lifted up his face, and you could see he was seeing with 
his spirit something that wasn^t there to eyes. He was seeing 
God with his soul as near as I could m^e out> and talking 
to him right then and there. They got it all planned out 
between them what he was to do, I think, sir, and I guess 
there^s iio going back on that 1 '* 

'" We'll see!'' chattered the old man. ''WE'LL 
SEE ! We'll see what MONEY wiU dol" and his 
eyes gleamed with grasping satisfaction, 

*' Now, now, sir, if I was you, sir, I just wouldn't set my 
heart on that. He's a real headstrong young man, and if 
I'm thinking rightly, he's got a real headstrong God alongside 
of him to back him up. I don't think it would be much use, 
sir, really, and you'd only excite yourself, sir, without any 
results. You see, sir, that young man has got the same blood 
in his veins you have, and he's pretty determined. It would 
be like fighting yourself, sir, if you was to try to turn him. 
And he's already promised, sir. I wouldn't to try if I was 
you. It might make it more hard for you later, you know, sir, 
for you can't get away from things like that when you come 
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to the place where things end. Not that it's near at hand at 
all, of course, sir, but WHEN it does, I say, you'll bq sorry, sir, 
if you try/' 

^^Shut your chatter! I don't need your advice. I'm 
going to sleep now, and when you get that Bible I want you to 
look up all the verses you can find that my nephew read and 
read them to me just as he read them, do you understand? 
And if you can't find them I want you to go out to those golf 
links and find that fool preacher and tell him Calvin Treeves 
wants him to find those verses and mark them. See ? And 
you can give that servant woman a five-dollar note for her 
Bible -and tell her 111 keep it. Now, pull down those blinds 
and draw up that af ghan and get out I I'm going to sleep I '^ 



CHAPTER XIII 

^WsLLy Bile's coming!^ remarked Miss Cole with grim 
aatisf action, throwing down a letter on the night stand beside 
the bed. ^ I thought that would bring her. Now, Consin 
Edith Fisher, I want you to understand that you're Marjorie 
Horliss-Cole's cousin as welL No, you needn't put on that 
impossible stone-wall look. Ill fix it all ri^t with Marjorie. 
She may be a little high-minded at first, but I know how to 
manage her, and I'm determined she shall have you for a 
companion — ^with a little c — ^for a while. You see, she needs 
you. I've been watching you for a whole wed^ now and I'm 
oonvinoed that a course of you will do her a world of good 
and get some of the notions out of her head." 

** Oh, Miss Co — Cousin Sylvia, I mean — ^reaUy — ^I ** 

'^ Nothing of the sort I Fiddlesticks ! Now don't get up 
in the air I It won't hurt you a particle. In fact, I believe 
youll rather enjoy it, so go ring the bell and have my break- 
fast sent up. I didn't think the mail would come so soon 
or I'd have been up before this. Marjorie comes to-night and 
we've several things to do to get ready for her. No, you 
needn't bother with that kimono, I'm going to get right up." 
''What is there to do?" asked Patty quietly, a tone of 
dismay in her voice. Things had just simmered down so 
pleasantly and she and Miss Cole were enjoying themselves 
together so much, reading aloud and taking walks and drives 
about the beautiful mountain country. 

'* Oh, nothing very serious. But it may take time. Just 
pull out that big hamper that came yesterday from New Yoii, 
won't you, and open it while I get into my battle array." 

Patty went soberly about the work, and for a few moments 
there was silence while Miss Cole dressed and Patty worked 
with unaccustomed fingers over the heavily knotted cords that 
fastened the canvas cover. 
126 
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" There's the key/' eaid Miss Cole briskly, fumbling among 
the pile of morning mail on her bed stand and tossing a small 
tagged key to the girl. Just unlock it and take things out. 
Spread things around on the chairs anywhere. I want to see 
what^s there/' 

Patty opened the big willow hamper, threw back the tissue- 
paper covers and gave a soft exclamation of girlish delight. 

'^Ohl*' she cried. "I suppose they are Miss Horliss- 
Cole's things 1 Aren't they lovely ! Do you want them hung 
up for her? And what room is she to have? Why, mine of 
course; how stupid. And couldn't I have a cot in that little 
dressing room?" 

"No, you couldn't! You're to stay right in the room 
where you are, and Marjorie can. take what she can get. I have 
en option on the room and bath across the hall for her, and 
you might just 'phone down to the oflBce that it's all right, I'll 
keep it. But those things are not Marjorie's. Shell bring her 
own truck with her, enough to clothe a whole orphan asylum; 
she always does. Those things are for my Companion to 
wear when she is doing my work. I ordered them, and I 
certainly hope they will fit you. You see, I can't have you 
going around always in the same color, even if it is the prettiest 
outfit anybody ever had. Edith Adams-Fisher should be suit- 
ably dressed at all times or my game's up, you understand. 
What a pity you hadn't thought to put in that Adams as a 
middle name. I'll see that it's recognized. It sounds well. 
Now, what I want you to do is to try on all those things, 
and if any of them aren't right, we'll have to get a seamstress 
from somewhere and have them altered. No, no protests. 
This is my work, you imderstand, and all this paraphernalia is 
a part of the scheme. It wouldn't work without it, and if 
everything doesn't go right now it won't be your fault." 

*' But Miss Co '' 

"There! You're forgetting again!" (sharply). **! 
shouldn't like that to happen in public.** 
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^^But really, dear friend/' protested Patty, tears of dis- 
tress coming into her eyes and a tremble in her voice, **I 
couldn't be an object of charity, you know. If you would i 

let me pay for these things But truly, I would rather 

not have them, for they aren% any of them, suitable for a 
person in my position/* 

'^ Pay for them all you like,'' retorted the old lady glibly. 
" You can have all the time you like to pay for any you want 
to keep after this is over, but mind you, you don't need to feel 
that way, for I want these things to use for a purpose, and 
as for your position, it suits my purpose that you shall be a 
young society girl on a perfect equality with Marjorie. If s 
what you really are anyway, so that ought not to trouble you 
any, and if things come out as I hope, as I confidently expect^ 
I shall be amply repaid. Come, try on that dark blue tricolette. 
You needed one or two little frocks like that to run around in 
mornings and that looks very suitable and simple. I just 
wrote up to a friend of mine, a buyer in one of the big New 
York stores, and told her a young cousin of mine was visiting 
me, and staying longer than she expected and wanted to 
have a few things sent down. I knew she'd do the correct 
thing. I gave her your size and told her to get such things 
as she would select for Marjorie." 

Patty with much protest arrayed herself in the pretty 
clothes to the thorough satisfaction of Miss Cole, who fairly 
gloated over the delicate beauty of the girl, and her sweet 
unconsciousness of it. And while they tried on and criticized 
or praised the selections. Miss Cole was all the time giving 
little hints of her longing that her own niece should learn to 
know a sweet wholesome girlhood. 

" She's only been to finishing schools," she sighed. " It 
makes me sick ! Kate is all for show ! You tell her about your 
schools, and the college life. I believe Marjorie has it in her 
to be a real sensible child if she only had half a chance. 
Aren't there riding things in there? I ordered them. If 8 
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one of the great sports here, riding, and Marjorie^s crazy about 
it. I want you two to go around together and have a good 
time, m be all right sitting on the piazza or in my room 
reading, you know, and I don't want you to try to hang around 
me. Just follow Marjorie's lead. She never oould bear to be 
alone, and shell take to you and lead you a life of it, I can 
see that from the start.*' 

Patty Merrill tried to laugh gaily over the prospect, but 
inwardly her heart misgave her and she looked forward to no 
pleasant association with the girl who was coming, for there 
had been that in the toss of Marjorie Horliss-Cole's haughty 
head, and the curl of her handsome lip that left no doubt 
in Patty's mind how the young woman would be likely to 
regard her aunf s Companion as considered in the light of a 
social equal. The situation looked quite impossible to Patty 
Merrill, and as she hung in her closet the beautiful addition 
to her own beautiful but meagre wardrobe she sighed quietly 
and wished with all her heart she might run away again. It 
seemed that if one once ran away from troubles one had always 
to be doing it Perhaps her father had been right in telling 
her to brave things out, and she should have remained at home 
and faced the trouble whatever it was. Troubles never seemed 
to disappear or grow less when one ran away from them, and 
here she was face to face with another one now. Well, per- 
haps it would disappear if she just stayed quietly and faced it. 
John Treeves had been a trouble, too, and she had bided her 
time quietly a day and he had gone away. Not that she 
wanted him to go, for it had been most pleasant to know that 
under the same great roof there was a friend whom she had 
known and could trust in any time of need; but it had been 
so hard to feel that she must guard against meeting him. 
WeU, perhaps Marjorie would be bored and leave too. What 
was the use of worrying, only it had all been so pleasant with 
Miss Cole, and she had felt so safe and contented, and now 
to have it spoiled by this intrusion. Well, it could not b^ 
9 
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helped and she must make the best of it. She Tras in a queer 
miz-upy and must stay by it at least until she could get word 
from her father and be able to ask his advice. 

So the day passed on and the eyening came and with it 
Miss Marjorie Horliss-Cole, who opened her large eyes widely 
and wore on her lips a slight touch of aristocratic contempt 
as she looked over her aimt^s Companion and noticed that she 
did not look any more like a person in that position than sho 
had when she was hired. 

She was shut in her aunt's room for a good two hours 
before Patty was finally called. Patty never knew just what 
arguments the aunt used^ nor how she explained her whim of 
cousinship, but quite naturally when she entered the room 
Miss Cole remarked : " Edith, I want you to take your Cousin 
Marjorie into her room where I won't hear your chatter, and 
cheer her up. She's as blue as indigo, and I can't have blue 
people around me. I'll ship her back to New York to-morrow 
morning if she can't brighten up." 

Marjorie Horliss-Cole turned her great eyes, filled with a 
smouldering discontent, upon the fair young girl who stood 
in the doorway smiling wistfully, and her manner was most 
stiff and condescending. It was plain she had promised to 
accept the new cousin outwardly, at least, but that she did not 
intend to let her in to the inner sanctuary of her being, and 
that she resented the idea of a servant being a social equaL 

Patty, inwardly shrinking but true to her promise to Miss 
Cole that she would do her best, put out a friendly smile. 
There was comradeship — ^not too much — and apology in it. 
There was also a look of selflessness that astonished and held 
the world-wearied girl. This seemed a new phase of girl, 
and interested her in spite of herself. 

" Come on," said Patty invitingly, throwing open the door. 
'^Your room has a perfectly luscious view. The moon is 
just about due behind the mountain. Don't you want to 
watch it rise?" 
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There wss something about Patty that was wholly disarm- 
ing. There might also have been something in the fact that 
she was so new to playing a part that it was much easier to 
be herself than Edith Fisher. In spite of her prejudices 
Marjorie Horliss-Cole was drawn to forget that this girl was 
in the position of a servant and followed her. 

Patiy drew her within the room across the hall, switched 
on the light and then stood back, looking up confidingly : 

'* Please don^t blame me about this cousin business, Miss 
Horliss-Cole/' she said with sweet dignity, and another allur- 
ing smile. " I tried my best to persuade Miss Cole that it 
could not be, but she seemed so determined that I had to give 
up. And besides, I find she has made the matter rather public 
here in the house so that it would look queer for her to with- 
draw; but I assure you I shall not bother you cousining you. 
I know just how you must feel toward me, and I hate the idea 
of it myself. So please feel perfectly safe that I shall not 
bother you at all; and if you wish me to go away entirely I 
can do that. I don't want to presume, or to masquerade as a 
relative of the family.'^ 

The haughty aristocrat eyed her wonderingly for a moment 
and then flashed a friendly smile at her : 

" You're a queer girl," she said. " I believe I like you. 
I think you'd better stay. I shall probably be bored to death, 
and if you weren't here I should be tied down to Aimt Sylvia's 
aide. What in the world are you doing this for anyway ? You 
aren't a spy, are you ? You're too yoimg and pretty for that, 
and besides, what would there be to spy down here, and now 
that the war is over, too. But anyone can see with a glance 
that you are not a servant or else you're awfully clever. Per- 
haps it's both. Come on and sit down and talk to me awhile 
and we'll watch that moon rise although I'm sure I never cared 
much for moons." 

" Oh, but they have such wonderful ones here," said Patty 
ecstatically. " Here, you sit in the deep diair. Thaf s just at 
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the right angle to watch the crotch of the two moimtaiiis where 
the light begins to grow first. We'll turn out the light so we 
can see it better. I watched it come last night and it 
was wonderful.'* 

" You certainly are queer/' murmured Marjorie impolitely. 
"You make me curious.'' 

She dropped listlessly into a chair, already forgetting her 
spurt of interest in Patty. 

Patty curled up in the wide window-seat with a pillow at 
her back and her head tilted sideways against the window- 
frame, a pretty picture. 

"I suppose you're a country girl/' drawled Marjorie, 
watching her idly, with already a resumption of the patronage 
in her tone. 

'* Oh, no," said Patty brightly ignoring it. " My home is 
in the ciiy, but Fve been in the country at school and college 
all my life." 

"College? Did you go to collegof?^ asked Marjorie 
wonderingly. 

" Just graduated thia spring," vondisaf ed Patty carelefisly 
as if it were a small thing. 

"You look awfully yoimg for that," said Marjorie half 
jealously. "Did you ever play basket-ball?" 

" Oh, surely. Love it." 

" I was captain of our team at school." 

"Grand! I knew you'd done things when I first saw 
you ! " Patiy had forgotten that she was a Companion with 
a capital C, and was just a college girl now, talking as she 
might have talked to her roommate. Marjorie Horliss-Cole 
felt flattered by the genuineness of Patty's tone and grew 
more interested. 

" Well, the coach said I was a dandy player," she admitted 
reminiscently. " We had a simply peachy coach. He treated 
us just as if we were men — said it was the only way to make a 
yeal team out of us, and he certainly did get results. We 
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played away over all the other schools this year. You ought 
to see him. He's awfully fine looking and has the finest pair 
of shoulders in New York. Were you ever in love^ 
Mis^— Fisher?'' 

*^ In love? Oh, dear me, no; I don't think so — at least — 
I guess not. But couldn't you call me Edith? That will 
be easier, and it isn't a bit more intimate. It just doesn't 
sound so stiff." 

*T7ell, then, Edith, do you really mean yon were never 
in love ? Don't you know any men ? " 

*^ Why, yes, of course, but not any specicd ones. At least — 
there was a boy once, and we had awfully good times together 
one summer, but we were just children, of course. ,We liked 
each other, but that was all." 

^*Well, I'm, in love!" sighed Miss Horlias-Cole. ''And 
I'm very unhappy ! " she added, and suddenly with a choking 
sob she flung herself down at Patty's feet and buried her face 
in Patty's lap, weeping violently. 

Patty was not a little disconcerted at this confidence. She 
recalled vividly Mrs. Horliss-Cole's tone as she upbraided her 
daughter and it occurred to her that she was occupying a 
most critical position at present. But her warm little heart 
was instantly enlisted in sympathy, and her hand went ten- 
derly out and smoothed the beautiful dark head on her lap. 

"I'm awfully sorry you're unhappy," she murmured 
gently. " Would you care to tell me about it? " 

Mis9 Horliss-Cole appeared to be somewhat comforted at 
the sympathetic tone, and turned her face so that her voice 
could be heard: 

" It's all mamma that's making the trouble," she sighed. 
*' She won't stand for it at all. She won't even let me see him 
to say good-bye. I don't mind telling you, because you heard 
mamma talking in the car that first day anyway. You see 
he's poor and a nobody, and besides, mamma has no use for 
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athletics. She calls them coarse and low down, and she wants 
me to come out this winter ! '* 

*^ Aren^t you very young yet?'* suggested Patty. "Isn't 
there plenty of time ? I should think if you both really cared 
you could just wait awhile and everything would come out 
right. I think if it's the real thing those things come out 
right somehow, don't you ? '^ 

'* Oh, do you think so ? " Miss Horliss-Cole lifted a tearful 
face hopefully. " If you could just see him. He's tiie most 
stunning ! And he's perfectly crazy ahout mie 1 " 

"He would be, of course, if he had any sense at all,'* 
laughed Patiy gently. " You're rather stunning, you know, 
when you don't look so unhappy. If I were you I'd forget my 
troubles and be happy. It pays in the end I'm sure, and it 
will all come out right somehow. Oh, look, look ! The moon 
is coming ! There's the light in the sky over there behind the 
big pine 1 " 

Marjorie Horliss-Cole snuggled closer to Patty and lifted 
her head curiously to watch. 

"You're an awfully darling girl," she said contentedly. 
" I think we're going to get on together all right. Perhaps 
you're going to understand me. Nobody understands me 
but Dad, and he's always too busy to bother. Aimt Sylvia 
does some crazy things, but I think she landed on her feet this 
time when she took a notion to you." 

She slipped her arm comfortably around Patty's waist and 
so together in the window-seat the two girls watched the 
wonder of the moon as it rose over the mountains. 

To Marjorie whose acquaintance with the moon was scant, 
save viewed from the piazza of a seaside hotel, or glimpsed 
through the glass of a limousine, it was like a miracle, and 
for a time it drew her out of herself. To Patty it was a 
long-loved joy tnat always stirred her to the depths and made 
her think of those she loved who were far away. They watched 
in silence for a time, and then as the great silver disk rose 
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majestically and poured a glorifying light upon the plumes 
of the pines in the valley, flooding the sky with wide bright- 
ness, they gradually fell to talking again as any girls in a 
moonlit window-seat will talk, and forgot that they were in any 
different relation to one another than just friends. 

Matters were looking mosit hopeful toward the furthering 
of Miss Sylvia Cole's plans, and she returned with a look of 
satisfaction from a scouting trip to the door across the hall, 
where she had stood for some minutes listening to the low 
confidential tones that rose and fell pleasantly. And then the 
very next morning something happened that upset the whole 
thing, although of course Miss Cole hadn't an idea of it and 
wouldn't have understood if she had. For Patty, standing 
on a little upper balcony that opened off the end of their hall, 
taking deep breaths and drinking in the beauty of the morn- 
ing, suddenly saw the cab arrive from the station, and a single 
passenger alight. With scarlet cheeks she fled to her room to 
consider, for that man with the broad shoulders and the fine 
determined set of head could be no other than John Treeves. 
And now, what should she do? She was expected to go down- 
stairs as a cousin of the much-admired Miss Horlies-Cole, 
and as such would of course be introduced to the nephew of 
old Calvin Treeves; for she had been in the hotel long enough 
to hear many stories of the fabulous wealth of the old man, 
and the famous bravery of the young one. And to meet her 
old friend, John Treeves, in that way was unthinkable. Mas- 
querading as somebody else ! He would recognize her surely 
when she spoke. She would not be able to keep the friendliness 
out of her voice. She knew she was as transparent as glass 
when it came to a thing like that. Moreover, it seemed to her 
truth-loving nature like acting a lie. It might be for a good 
reason perhaps, but it was a lie all the same, and she could not 
get the consent of herself to enter into it. It was quite a 
different thing to go among a lot of strangers by a name that 
was not hers, because, as a sort of servant it had been nothing 
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to those people by what name she waa called. She was not 
expected to be anything to them. And the people with 
whom she had to do all knew that Edith Fisher was not her 
name, and it was with their full knowledge and consent that it 
was used. But here she was given an opportunity to have her 
old friend back again, only she would have to be another per- 
son from the one he had known, and she did not care for that. 
If she could not meet him frankly as herself she would rather 
keep him as a friend of the past and not meet him at all. So 
she decided that somehow she would keep utterly out of 
his way. 

Watching her opportunity, for it was still early in the 
morning and Miss Cole was not yet awake, she sped by a 
circuitous route to the village store, where she purchased the 
most ornate veil that she could find. It was not at all beauti- 
ful; but it was the best there was for purposes of disguise. Be- 
hind this she retired quickly as soon as she had reached a 
sheltering tree where she could adjust it to her hat and then 
walked on more comfortably, feeling thaA not even her own 
family would recognize her quickly with that flaunting butter- 
fly over one eye and the sunflower scrawling its petals across 
her lips. This veil would help during the daytime in case 
Marjorie Horlifls-Cole insisted on a walk or a drive. But 
what should she do for evening when she would be expected 
to don an evening gown and go down to dinner, remaining 
afterward for whatever festivities the place afforded. Well, 
she would have to think a way out of that, and perhaps John 
Treeves would not stay long. He had gone away before, and 
he might go again. But even as she thought it, a little choke 
came in her throat, for she longed inexpressibly to have a 
good talk with her old-time friend, and sometimes the temp- 
tation to just tell him all her trouble as if he were her brother 
almost overcame her. Still, she knew she must not, for that 
would be a breach of loyalty to the family. No, she must 
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endure it alone. Perhaps sometime, somewhere, when life had 
cleared up for her, she would meet him again and really know 
him as a friend. But that could never be if she met him now 
under a disguise, for he would have good cause to think her 
untrue, and that mnst not be. So Patty set herself to plan a 
day in which the two women under her care should be entirely 
satisfied, and yet ehe should be allowed to remain utterly in 
the background. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

John Tbbbvbs ihad dropped all hia plans in response to ft 
cunningly worded telegram and had come to what he sup- 
posed was his nncle's death-bed. But it was a very lively 
corpse that greeted him, poking out a withered daw from 
among a mountain of piUowa and cadding like an old crow 
in his glee over seeing him again. 

** Well, well, so you did have a little feeling in your heart 
for your old uncle, didn't you? '' 

There was a chirrup to the voice that suggested anything 
but nearing the other world, and John Treeves's sympathy was 
slightly dashed as he noted the wicked twinkle in the bad old 
man's eyes, but he tried to be duly solidtous and succeeded in 
making the old man feel so well that he declared he must get 
up at once ; and the nephew began to realize slowly that the 
tdegram had been a ruse to get him back. He was annoyed 
for he had deeper things to think of than being the toy of an 
old child, and life in a fashionable winter resort had little 
attraction for him. So, while Patty was studying hard how 
to avoid him, he was spending much thought in how he might 
avoid meeting any of the people of the hotel, and above all 
how he might get away from this most uncongenial atmosphere 
and give himself to the new plans that were forming in hia 
mind. He agreed quite readily to a drive in his uncle's car, 
thinking that would be a more pleasihg way of passing the 
morning than housed in the hotel rooms, and might also be 
more condudve to agreeable conversation, for the old man 
would be less likely to burst forth into a rage out in the open. 

Calvin Treeves was pleased as a chdld while they prepared 

him for his drive, and was really quite pleasant and agreeable 

most of the way. Fortunately for Patty's peace of mind they 

diose a different drive from the one which she and Maijorie 

138 
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had taken on horseback, and returned to the hotel half an hour 
ahead of the riders so that they did not come into contact. 
The old man chose to have lunch in his apartment and kept 
his nephew close at his side, as though he were afraid to trust 
him out of his sight. 

But after lunch Calwn Treevee had himself established 
on the wide couch for a nap, announcing to his nephew : 

*' Now, you go off and do what you please this afternoon ; 
rest or read or ride, if you like. They have good horses here, 
and Hespur will give the order for you whenever you are ready 
to go. This evening Fm going down to dinner and we^ll meet 
0ome of the best people. There are some stunning women I 
want you to know, and some worthwhile men. There's 
Wentforih Gaines, and Archie Van Helden and Bertie 
Schuyler. They are all good sports, in for polo and golf and 
the like and they'll be glad to introduce you to our set. You 
will be accepted, you know, and anything you want goes. I 
want you to understand that you are to be a leader. There 
won't be any disposition to question it, you know. I have 
more money than anyone else here — ^though they are all pretty 
well fixed as far as that goes — so you just go ahead and cut all 
the figure you like. I can see you don't need to be taught how. 
You've got poise and assurance and all that and I've fixed it 
np so they will receive you with open arms. The women, poor 
fools, are all ready to fall on your neck ! " 

But his garrulity was interrupted by a sudden wheeling of 
the victim and a sharp set of his jaw that Hespur could easily 
see betokened opposition. He hovered behind the young man 
and murmured apologetically : 

** I wouldn't cross him, sir, if I was you. He's that hard 
to control 1'* 

A vrave of something else swept over John Treeves's face. 
Was it gentleness, or more Kke self-control at a reminder? 
He gave the old servant a gleam of recognition as he turned 
(to his uncle, and began to speak firmly : 
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'^ Uncle Calvin, I think perhaps we'd better nnderstand 
each other right at the start. I reaUy cannot stay here more 
than another day, and it would not be worth while getting 
acquainted with a lot of new people whom I shall probably 
never see again. I came on to see you, and I would rather 
just stay and visit with you when you are rested. Fll do very 
well while you are sleeping, for I have a good many things 
to think about and plans to make.'' 

The old man's eyes gleamed with satisfaction : 

*^ That's just it," he said with a grim smile. " You dont 
need to make any plans, Dunham. I've decided to take you 
over and keep you with me. I like you and I need you, and 
I'm going to put you into the best society and give you all 
opportunities just as if you were my son. I'm not sure, but 
I'll adopt you." 

John Treeves had been sitting across the room, but now 
he rose quietly and took a step nearer, and there was in his 
tone a quiet dignity and firmness that penetrated even the 
smug self-satisfaction of the rich old beggar, as he said : 

*^ Uncle Calvin, that is quite impossible. I do not belong 
in your world and never did. I have my work to do and I have 
fully decided what it shall be. It is as far as possible from 
the kind of life you are outlining for me. I could not ever 
consent to be a parasite, even though your offer had come long 
ago. My mother did not bring me up to be that sort of thing." 

The old man's eyes twinkled with satisfaction as he eyed 
the strong young fellow and recognized the manly ring in his 
voice. Not for an instant did he doubt that he would be the 
final winner in this argument, but he rather admired his 
nephew for noaking this protest. He seemed all the more 
worth winning. 

''Of course I suppose you are feeling peeved yet about 
the way I treated your mother, and I'm sorry I couldn't have 
seen things this way sooner" — ^there was not the slightest 
trace of sorrow in the dry old selfish voice — ^'''but if she was 
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as good as you say she was she never would have been one to 
hold a grudge nor to stand in your way, and very likely she 
considered some such outcome as this in the future when she 

told you to be sure and forgive me ** There was a suave- 

ness in his tone that was fairly infuriating to the loyal son's 
soul, but he controlled himself well. 

'* Uncle Calvin, I have forgiven you,'' he said, turning 
away and looking out the window at the calm mountains in the 
distance, " but you will give me fresh cause to be righteously 
angry if you make any more such insinuations about my 
mother. You seem to think she had great cunning and worldly 
wisdom, and as you did not know her sweet Hf e and high- 
minded standards you are perhaps not able to comprehend 
how utterly distasteful it would have been to her to have her 
son live such a life as you propose." 

'* Thafs all very pretty talk, young man," sneered the old 
reprobate, ^*but when it comes right down to living almost 
everybody likes a good birth. But don't get on your high 
horse. Wait till you've had a little taste of it. Then we'll 
see what you say." 

** Uncle Calvin, I must leave here on the afternoon train 
to-morrow at the very latest." 

" Tut ! Tut ! Go and rest awhile and we'll talk about it 
again," said the old man crossly. " I warn you my temper 
is getting up, and I won't stand everything. It doesn't do to 
trifle with me." 

** I'm not trifling, Uncle, and I'm sorry to oppose your 
plans because you are sick, but there is no use talking about 
the matter any longer. My plans for life are made and I 
must get away and go to work. I cannot remain longer 
than to-morrow ! " 

'^ What have you got in your mind? " snarled the old man. 
** Out with it ! Perhaps I can help it on." 

'* Hardly, Uncle Calvin," said the young man, his face 
softening. ^^It is something I must work out for mjself. 
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Pve decided to go on with the ministry in some form or other. 
I may go as a missionary, or do mission work in the city or 
out West. Fm not just decided about details yef 

The old man suddenly jerked himself into a sitting posture 
with his eyes snapping and a sneer on his rank old lips : 

*^ Going to be a molly-coddle after all? WeU, I rather 
guess not. My brother's child is never going to disgrace the 
family that way. I'll put a stop to that. Of course it's only 
a fool whim and you'd soon get over it after you tried it 
awhile, but I don't care to have you waste that time. I'm get- 
ting near the end and I want you with me and want to train 
you up to take my place — ! " 

" NEVER ! " exclaimed John Treeves involuntarily with a 
visible shrinking from the thought. 

yf-WEATi" shrieked the old man. 
I said, never ! " repeated the young man more gently, b«t 
still with that firm set of jaw. 

*^Well, well, — ^now I'll tell you what I was going to do, 
yoimg man. I was going to make you my HEIR! Do 
you understand that? Now haven't you any obligatiwi 
toward me?" 

" No," said John Treeves, steadily looking him in the eye. 
*' No, because someone else got ahead of you and made me 
heir to a. far greater estate than you could possibly leave ! *' 

^* Thaf s a L-I-E ! " yelled the enraged old aristocrat. ** I 
guess you don't know how many millions I have ! I guese yoa 
don't know that I can practically buy anything I want. I 

guess you don't know — I ^I — ^you — ^you — ^young r-r-r-r-r- 

RASCAL ! Who is it that has dared to make my nephew his 
heir and try to get him away from me? Who is it I aay? 

John Treeves looked at him calmly and said in a low PB?«r- 
ent tone, '' God ! " 

The old man looked at him with an expression of fright- 
ened awe and shivered. Then he laughed out an unholy cadde. 



THE TRYST 148 

'^High strikes, young man! High strikes I You seem 
Blighty glib in your acquaintance with GkxL How did you 
find that out?'' 

^^ I hare His Word for it,'' was the quiet answer, and a 
strange, beautiful light grew in John Treeves's eyes as he 
looked away to the distant hills, and the Bible verses that had 
sarromided him all his life from his mother's knee, like bright 
protecting angels, hovered near and handed him the sword of 
the spirit. 

^' How — ^what — Show's that? " asked the old man, a fright- 
«Qed note in his voice again. 

'* As many as are led by the Spirit of Grod, they are the 
flOQS of God. The Spirit itself beareth witness with our spirits 
that we are the children of Qod : and if children, then heirs, 
keirs of Grod and joint heirs with Jesus Christ." 

** Poppycock ! " shouted the old man. "Go and take a 
walk or a ride. I don't want to talk with such a fool. Youll 
come out of that soon enough when you've had a little taste of 
life. Meantime, keep your high strikes to yourself where all 
well-ordered young men keep their extravagances and excesses. 
It iBn't good form to gabble like that before folks. You must 
hare some conceit to think your God has time to spend leading 
you round. Get out of here, I say, and let me rest ! " 

John Treeves went out and walked among the pines, his 
hands clasped behind him, his eyes upon the groimd. He 
wondered if he had said the right thing, wondered how he came 
to say what he had said. He marveled at the Bible verses that 
flocked aroimd him continually since he had met the Christ 
in the lonely trysting place and given himself over bodily to 
His service. But most of all, he marveled that in has heart he 
found a strange yearning desire for the poor old rich man lying 
80 helpless upon his bed upstairs, cursing and fretting and 
trying to rule, and fighting against God. The feeling was so 
strong upon him that when he had climbed to the top of the 
hill and wandered away from the trail to a lonely SDot where 
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the groimd was matted under his feet with gronndpine and 
wintergreen and laurel, where the pines grew close and dark 
about him, he dropped upon the mossy carpet and cried out to 
God : " Oh, Christ, come to that old man and make him see 
how much he needs Thee. If there is anything I can do to 
help him find Thee, show me how/^ 

Patty in her room, supposedly resting from the horseback 
ride, looked down upon the trail and saw John Treeves dis- 
appear among the trees, climbing higher, and by and by 
reappearing farther up. She watched until he came back at 
dusk, and then she went to Miss Cole and begged to be allowed 
to stay in her room that evening, pleading a headache which 
was the honest result of a good cry she had had that afternoon. 
Miss Cole, studjring the sweet sad face with the dark circles 
under the eyes, gave a grudging consent, and agreed to look 
after Marjorie herseM that evening. Patty went back to her 
room thankfully and wondered how long she would be able to 
dodge her old friend, and how it was that Pate had arranged 
such an unhappy part for her who would have so loved to meet 
John Treeves and have a good time with him once more. 

John Treeves, duly arrayed in fine garments, provided by 
a thoughtful and cunning imcle and spread upon his bed by 
Hespur with an apologetic plea: 

*^ He doesn't rightly enjoy himself without the dothes be 
all right, sir, you know. You won't mind an old man's whim, 
sir," went down to the dining-room once more with his uncle 
that night, the cynosure of all eyes. 

During the afternoon that bad old man had not been idle 
nor had he rested : 

^^ Hespur, you go get the list of the guests at the house, 
and look me out a nice girl, especially nice girl, see, Hespur? 
Nothing like the right kind of girl to make a man forget his 
idiosyncrasies. We'll try him with a girl." 

And surely it was the irony of fate that made old Calvin 
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Treevee pick on Marjorie Horliss-CJole as a fitting companion 
of the hour for his nephew. 

** SheTl do, Hespux. We'll manage/^ he said, and fell into 
an xmeasj sleep, waking to lead his man a Uf e of it until 
dinner-time. And so It came about that Marjorie Horliss- 
Cole, attending upon her aunt at dinner was introduced to 
young Dunham Treeves and spent a part of the evening 
talking to him, while a disgusted aunt and an elated uncle 
snapped epigrams at one another and watched them. And 
when Miss Sylvia Cole's patienoe at last gave out, Miss 
Marjorie was obliged to attend her upstairs. 

Marjorie Horliss-Cole, after having carelessly performed a 
few trifling services for her aunt, fluttered softly into Patty's 
rooi^3e Patl7, with rapidly beating heart wa. trying L 
bcfit to get to sleep and forget: 

" Pve just slipped in to see how you f eel,'^ said Marjorie, 
settling down comfortably on the foot of the bed. " Is your 
head any better? I suppose it was the glare of the sun this 
morning. I hope youTl be able to ride again to-morrow. You 
certainly ought to have been down this evening. I had a 
dandy time. We met the young paragon, Dunham Treeves. 
He's simply stunning! Handsome as a picture and awfuUy 
fine eyes. I talked to him all the evening tiU Axmt Syl got 
restless, of course, and had to come away just when we were 
having the most interesting discussion about whether life is 
worth while unless one has some real work in the world to do. 
Beally you ought to hear him talL He's just your style. 
You'll laugh, of course, my comparing them, but he's like 
my athletic man, in a way only of course utterly different. 
I tried my best to get him to go riding with us in the 
morning, but he said he was leaving to-morrow and must 
devote himself to his old uncle. Old crab ! I can't see how 
anybody could ever stand him even for his money, but I sup- 
pose he argues that it can't be long before he dies anyway, and 
there's really no other way to make sure of inheriting." 
10 
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^Oh, but he wouldn^t do thatf cried Patty earnestly. 
" He's not that kind of — I mean I shouldn't think any man 
would be kind to an old person '' — she stopped in confusion — 

** I mean just for money. It would seem so sort of sordid ^' 

Well, they do it,'' said the worldly wise Marjorie. 
Heaps of them. And when you see the old skeleton, all 
yellow and leathery and with his head shaking like a leaf — 
they say he falls into awful rages if anyone crosses him in the 
least — ^why you wouldn't wonder if his relatives weren't caring 
much about his departure from the world. The world is 
better off without a man like that anyway. He's a selfish, 
close, crabbed old creature and never gives anything to any 
public cause, nor entertains, nor does anything worth while 
with his money, just keeps it all for show and his own comfort. 
Well, anyhow, his nephew isn't so bad, and I suppose mother'U 
be hot foot to get me interested in him. I don't mind playing 
around with him a little, it will keep mother pacified and she 
won't be watching whether I write to anyone else or not. 
Dimham Treeves and I are going up to the top of the moun- 
tain to see the sim rise. I got that much out of him anyway. 
He said he had watched it rise when he was here before, and 
I made him offer to show me the place. I never saw the sun 
rise, did you ? It's going to be frightful to wake up, but then 
I can sleep all day after it if I want to. Well, good night. I 
hope your headache is gone in the morning." 

Miss Horliss-Cole departed, leaving Patty in a state of 
mind bordering on tears. She was safe. John Treeves was 
going to-morrow and she could manage to keep out of his 
sight that much longer. But somehow she did not feel 
happy over it. Another girl was going to the top of the 
mountain with him to watch the miracle of the sunrise. She 
had watched it once with him and his mother years ago, and 
every word that had been spoken on that occasion was just 
as clearly marked in her memory as if it had happened but 
tibe day before. This other girl would stand beside him to- 
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Treeves pick on Marjorie Horliss-Cole as a fitting companion 
of the hour for his nephew. 

** SheTl do, Hespux. WeTl manage/^ he said, and fell into 
an nneasy sleep, waking to lead his man a Ufe of it until 
dinner-time. And so It came about that Marjorie Horliss- 
Cole, attending upon her aunt at dinner was introduced to 
young Dunham Treeves and spent a part of the evening 
talking to him, while a disgusted aunt and an elated uncle 
snapped epigrams at one another and watched them. And 
when Miss Sylvia Cole's patience at last gave out, Miss 
Marjorie was obliged to attend her upstairs. 

Marjorie Horliss-Cole, after having carelessly performed a 
few trifling services for her aunt, fluttered softiy into Patty's 
room, where Patty, with rapidly beating heart was trying her 
best to get to sleep and forget: 

"Pve just slipped in to see how you feel,'' said Marjorie, 
aettling down comfortably on the foot of the bed. '* Is your 
head any better? I suppose it was the glare of the sun this 
morning. I hope youll be able to ride again to-morrow. You 
certainly ought to have been down this evening. I had a 
dandy time. We met the young paragon, Dunham Treeves. 
He's simply stunning! Handsome as a picture and awfuUy 
fine eyes. I talked to him aU the evening tiU Aunt Syl got 
restless, of course, and had to come away just when we were 
having the most interesting discussion about whether life is 
worth while unless one has some real work in the world to do. 
Beally you ought to hear him talL He's just your style. 
Youll laugh, of course, my comparing them, but he's like 
my athletic man, in a way only of course utterly different. 
I tried my best to get him to go riding with us in the 
morning, but he said he was leaving to-morrow and must 
devote himself to his old uncle. Old crab ! I can't see how 
anybody could ever stand him even for his money, but I sup- 
pose he argues that it can't be long before he dies anyway, and 
there's really no other way to make sure of inheriting." 
10 



CHAPTER XV 

It was after hmck that John. TreeTes had the final words 
with his uncle, which settled the matter of adoption once and 
for all. 

^^ I think/* said the uncle suavely, *^ that you owe me mme 
consideration. I*m willing to have the papers mode out 
to-day. I gave my lawyer orders to come at a moment's notice 
and he's only waiting my call. Fll make over two hundred 
and fifty thousand dollars to you at once to live on, and I'll 
fix up the will so that you will inherit the whole estate. I'd 
arranged to leave it all to public institutions where they WBre 
entirely willing to name them after me. There was the 
Treeves Art Club — ^and a iiew college out in Idaho, and seven 
libraries, and three hospitals, besides a lot of art galleries and 
scholarships and medals. But I've decided to cut them all out 
in your favor. Now ! What I want of you is to put yourself 
in my hands and I'll make the biggest man in the world out of 
you. Why, you know there isn't anything in the world — 
possessions or power or experience — ^that money won't buy for 
you. Not anything! And I've got the money! I've got 
enough to put you where you like, and make you what you 
like — what I like, if you'll just give yourself up to me awhile. 
You're mighty good material and have a good start and a good 
natural ability, but you want teaching, you want travel, you 
want art and books and society and rubbing up against the 
great ones. If I'd had it young enough, I could have done it 
for myself, but I was busy getting the money together for it 
so long that I got too old for the rest and I suddenly realized 
that after all I couldn't have it myself, the thing I'd been 
working for, it had to be for someone else. One lifetime wasn't 
long enough for getting the money and the power both, so 
I picked you out. You are my nearest of kin, and the only 
148 
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one who oonld possibly be me over again. I have to live in 
yon now, and finish what IVe begun, and youVe got to yield 
yourself to me now and let me bring all this to you that IVe 
worked for myself. Do you understand ? '* 

There was a pathetic eagerness in the old voice and the 
claw-like hands worked in each other restlessly as the little 
sharp eyes watched their prey and put forth an almost mes- 
meric power against this strangely baffling but altogether 
desirable yoimg soul. 

" You know," he went on hurriedly, as if he had iiot said 
enough, **you know there wouldn^t be any limit to it — ^no 
place that you couldn^t occupy. YouM be as great as the 
greatest king on earth. You could buy the presidency of the 
United States. There isn^t any ambition you couldn't satisfy 
or joy you could not drink to the dregs.'* 

But the only words that came to the mind of John 
Treeves were : 

"Then the devil taketh him up into an exceeding high 
mountain, and sheweth him all the kingdoms of the worid, 
and the glory of them ; and saith unto him, AU these things 
will I give thee, if thou wilt fall down and worship me.'' 

" You understand, don't you, that I've got enough to back 
you anywhere," the old man went on anxiously again. " There 
wouldn't be anywhere you wouldn't be received with that be- 
hind you, and there's more than anybody knows, too." There 
was a look of cunning in his old eyes. " Noy not anywhere 
you wouldn't be received — yes, and welcomed eagerly." There 
was consummate pride now in the tone. 

"Except the Kingdom of Heaven," said John Treeves 
slowly, thoughtfully. 

" W'W-w-w-what do you MEAN?" he roared frightenedly* 
" Whad'ye m-m-m-ilf -E -A-N f 

His hands were shaking and his eyes were starting out 
from their sockets with mingled anger and awe. 

I mean, Uncle Calvin, that your money would not buy 



it 
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my way into the kingdom of God, €ind that is the only king- 
dom I care anything about just now. I have pledged my life 
and my loyalty to seek that kingdom first and nothing, nobody 
can tempt me now to break that pledge. I have dedicated 
my life to preach the Gospel of Christ wherever and however 
He wants me to do it. You can see for yourself how utterly 
foreign to this is the proposition you have made." 

" Preach ! You, my nephew, heir of all this princely for- 
tune 1 You be a common preacher ! NEVER ! I won^t allow 
it ! Fll balk you at every turn ! My money shall queer you 
in any church you try to get! And not a penny of all my 
fortune shall go to you unless you give up this silly woman's 
idea ! Do you hear that ? You shan't have a cent if you keep 
up this idea of being a whining preacher ! '' 

John Treeves stood leaning against the mantel, his arms 
folded, a look of half-amused aloofness upon his face. His 
voice was quiet as he replied: 

" But, Uncle Calvin, I never had an idea of getting your 
money. I don't want it ! ^ 

"ThafsaLIE!" The old man wa^ breathless. ''If that 
was so, what did you come here for, I'd like to know? " 

*' I came to forgive you because you had sinned against my 
mother and I used to hate you for it." 

The soimd that issued forth from the old leathery lips 
was as if a container of many curses and hisses had suddenly 
exploded and fizzled into atoms, and after it was over he lay 
back upon his pillows panting and exhausted, a wasted shell 
of what used to be a man. 

" I don't want your forgiveness ! " he panted at last. *' I 
want you to take my money and live my life after me the way 
I would have lived it if I had lasted long enough. I want to 
be young again in you and spend my money for pleasure and 
fame and power and all the best things that the world can give 
and money can buy." 

Steadily, firmly, kindly the younger voice answered: 
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** That oould never be, because three days ago I gave myself 
to God in just the way that you suggest, and I mean to let 
Christ live His life over again in me as far as I am. able. 
I am afraid that you and Christ could never live together; 
and if I had your money I should only use it to help other 
men to find Christ as I have found Him/^ 

The old man looked at his nephew speechless with rage^ 
his small eyes open wider than John Treeves had ever seen 
them, his face purple, his lips twisted in a snarl. At last he 
managed a feeble trembling gesture of helpless disgust and 
croaked out : 

''Well, go, GO, GO! Do you HEAR?" mounting to a 
shriek with the last words. 

John Treeves, strangely sore hearted, yet knowing he was 
doing right, turned and went from the room, and did not see 
the helpless tears of the baffled old man upon the bed. 

With a feeling of finality upon him he went to his apart- 
ment, put his few effects together, and walked out of the place, 
looking neither to right nor left. He was as sure that the 
incident was closed as if a voice from above had told him. He 
knew that he had chosen aright, had not even a second thought 
about it, yet there was upon him a strange sadness as if he had 
just witnessed the last judgment of an immortal soul, and all 
day upon the train as he put his head back against the seat and 
closed his eyes wearily, there was that sense of having passed 
through an awful ordeal, and seen a terrible sight. 

Back in the hotel, at her curtained window, with troubled 
brow, Patty Merrill watched him out of sight down the road, 
with an imexpected sense of loss despite her relief. She knew 
by the set of his shoulders, by the way he carried his rather 
cheap-looking suitcase, that he was still John Treeves, of 
Maple Brook, and had not merged into the rich and admired 
nephew of old Calvin Treeves, the multi-millionaire. Some- 
how that gave her much comfort in the days that followed. 
She could not quite bring herself to think of John Treeves 
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as Dunhani Treeves, the society leader, that all the hotel 
gossips said he was to be. 

Back in Calvin Treeves^s luxurious apartment silence 
reigned after the young man had left. Old Hespur stood at 
the front window as still as an image staring out at the point 
where the road below emerged from the shadow of the porch, 
listening with senses alert and keen. On his face was deep 
anxiety, struggling with a light of admiration. 

On the bed the old man lay struggling with his tears that 
rolled weakly down his shriveled cheeks and dropped in a 
eobby pool upon the pillow. Walls and doors were strong and 
thick, but could not hide the sound of the closing door across 
the hall, nor the determined steps outside going toward the 
elevator. Breath was suspended till the elevator clicked open 
and shut its door and descended, and then another breathless 
space of suspense till Hespur sighted the taU figure below on 
the path. The old servant made no sound, yet something 
told the man on the bed he had seen him and that the worst 
was true. Out of sight and long after, old Hespur gazed after 
the young man into the blinding sun of the glorious autumn 
day, a figure that would forever stand in his memory as the 
type of what the family of Treeves should have been, and old 
Hespur^s face was wet, too, as he watched ; wet still as he turned 
at last and came to the bedside as if he had been called and 
atood there unashamed without wiping away the tears. The 
old man opened his smeary eyes and viewed him through a 
blur. Then his bird-like claws reached out blindly, and ha 
groped his face into his old servant's hands and sobbed like 
a little child. And Hespur, like an old mother, knelt beside 
the bed and drew him close, patting his thin old shoulder and 
wiping away the tears. Both of them seemed to recognize that 
there had been finality in John Treeves's action. He would 
never return nor reconsider. Dunham Treeves, the young 
aristocrat whom old Calvin Treeves had sought to bring into 
I)eing, was no more. Begret in great waves would roll up 
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over the two as they thought of little things they had planned 
for him, how he would look and he and do, how he would play 
golf and ride and be admired, all the prideful things of a 
prideful life went past their sorrow like a panorama, and at 
each new thought the tears came anew until every hope had 
been reviewed and put away forever as hopeless and dead. 
Then a long silence came between the two while the servant 
cherished the old man and tried to think of a way of comfort- 
ing him. 

At last the old man's voice, choked and meek, cracked 
forth: 

^ Hespur, there's nothing so really unr-respectable about it. 
You know the ministry has always been regarded as quite — 
respectable t Ifs sissy-fied and effeminate, but ifs always 
been RESPECTABLE ! '' 

^ Oh, sir ; yes, sir I '' the servant hastened to assent ** Quite 
respectable, sir I Always, sir I In fact, in my country they're 
very much looked up to, sir ! And Pm thinking, sir, as how 
the yotmg gentleman will never be effeminate, sir, nor yet a 
sissy, sir; he's a real Treeves, sir, and a chip off the old block, 
sir. Pm thinking youll be proud of him yet, sir, what- 
ever he does." 

"Oh, proud of him, yes I" said the old voice wearily. 
**But what good does that do? He won't be mine and he 
won't be here ! " 

*^ Weil, then again, sir, it ain't so bad when you come to 
think of it, to have one of the family sort of in with God like 
that you know. It might be right handy sometimes, you 
know, sir ^" 

" You mean to bury me, Hespur 1 " the old voice croaked 
with a shudder. 

" Oh, no sir ; far be it, sir ! " 

^ That's all right, Hespur, old boy, you didn't mean it^ I 
know. But it's coming all right and I've got to get reserva- 
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tions ready somehow. You know, Hespur, youVe always 
stuck to me, no matter how I treated you/' 

" IVe always tried to be faithful, sir ! '* The tears 

were streaming down the ruddy cheeks and over the immacu- 
late chin. 

" You old fool, you ! Stop that blubbering ! You know 
I can't stand any emotion and yet you dare — ^you PEESUME 

to cry in my presence ! You old reprobate I '' and the old 

millionaire sobbed like a baby. 

**0h, sir! Don'tee, sir! I was never crying. It's the 
warm of this room, sir. It's the radiators getting that hot, 
sir ! " and he mopped his face with a comer of the piUow-caso 
and tried to look unconscious of the fact that other tears 
promptly took the place of the tears that had been wiped away, 

^^You was saying, sir, that preaching as a business was 
always quite respectable. It is, sir. In my country it's that 
respectable that some titled men's sons choose it in preference 
to any other business, sir, even not excepting politics, sir I 
It's really quite well thought of, sir. And of course if one 
had a bit of money, sir, it would be quite possible to choose 
one's living in a most respectable parish, sir 1 " 

" That's it, Hespur ! " quavered the old man. " Now 
you're on the right track. I could leave him the money after 
all if I tied it up good and strong so he couldn't use it for 
other people." 

^^I'm thinking that wouldn't quite do, begging pardon, 
Mister Treeves, sir ; the young gentleman's quite determined, 
sir, being a chip of the old family block, as it .were, sir, and 
you heard yourself what he said, sir, begging your pardon — I 
think he meant it. He'd use that money for his work." 

''Hespur, I BELIEVE YOU think that would be a 
good thing ! " 

** Well, sir, being as you can't take it with you and wont 
need it when you get done with it, sir, there's really nothing 
like giving it to the Almighly, sir, who would know as well 
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as anyone just what to do with it. I^m not sure but it 
might be more your own that way nor any other, and mayhap 
bring you more good out of it yourself, sir, for IVe read some- 
where, sir, a story about a good man who lost all his money 
and his friends asked him wasn^t he sorry he had made so free 
with it, giving it to the poor aud building a church, and he 
said, no, that the money he had given away, sir, was the only 
money he had laid up in Heaven, sir; and Fm thinking, sir, 
that might be quite true of anybody/' 

The little old eyes sweltering in weak tears looked eagerly 
up at the serious face of the servant tenderly trying to quiet 
his charge in the best way he knew: 

" That's quite an idea, Hespur. Are you sure there's any- 
thing to it? You've been to church; have you ever heard 
anybody preach that ? I'd be quite willing to give some away 
if I were sure it would be laid up for my use hereafter. Sort 
of buy me a home up there, you know." 

The old servant looked troubled : 

'^ I don't rightly think you put it just that way," he said 
hesitating, anxious to be true aud yet tender. ^^You can't 
rightly tuy from the Almighty, you know, as He had every- 
thing before us, sir, and it's best not to think what we're going 
to get out of it, sir, but it's safer with Him than otherwheres, 
I should think, sir. Now couldn't you try to rest, sir? " 

The old man lay silent, his eyes closed, thinking hard. 
The servant tiptoed softly about drawing down shades, pidling 
up a coverlet, moving a screen, and then settled down in a chair 
at the bedside, motionless, where the coursing tears could not 
be seen. Somehow his life was so bound with the old life on 
the bed, and the old millions in the bank, that he, too, had 
settled his heart on the hope of the new life in the younger 
man, and he felt the blow of John Treeves's decision almost 
as the old uncle had felt it. 

It was very still in the room, with only the sound of a bit 
of charred wood falling apart in the hearth fire. It seemed as 
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though the old man was asleep. Suddenly his old voice 
cracked out on the silence: 

" Hespur, you know how to write letters. Get your paper 
and pen and write me a letter now. No, I don't want to wait 
till my secretary comes down to-morrow; I want it written 
now. Quick! Now, have you found the paper in the desk? 
And the pen ? Well, write : 

" To Mr. HorliB8-Cole, 

Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

Dear Sir : I remember hearing not long ago that the old Avenue 
church is soon to lose the eminent divine who has so long filled its 
pulpit. I understand that you are a prominent officer in that church, 
and I am writing to say that the day your church installs my nephew, 
Mr. J. Dimham Treeves as pastor, I will give you my check for one 
hundred thousand dollars to be used in any way the church shall 
flee hl* 

Yours very truly, 

Calvin Treevee." 

The old hand quavered out the signature, when Hespur 
brought it to him to sign, and the little old eyes gleamed 
triumphantly as he dropped back among the pillows, like a 
withered leaf. 

^^ Now, sir, you'll feel better, sir,'' chirped Hespur happily, 
as he folded the sheet and cramped his fingers to the pen for 
the address : ^^ There's nothing like doing a good thing to make 
one feel better. That'll be fixing things nicely, I'm thinking. 
You've beat the devil around the stump this time^ sir, begging 
pardon, sir, I'm thinking." 

And at last the old man slept. 



CHAPTER XVI 

Whbn John Treeves received the letter from Horliss-Cole 
inviting him to fill the pulpit of the great city church for 
the next four Sundays in the absence of the pastor, he read 
it through wonderingly taking in every word of the brief, curt 
communication which included all directions and the fabulous 
price that he would be paid for the performance of the same, 
and then crumpling it into his pocket took his way out the old 
hill road and up to his tryating place to think and enquire 
of his Guide what He wotdd have him to do. 

It did not seem to John Treeves that his experience had 
been a miracle, or anything out of the natural order of life. 
On the contrary, it seemed the most natural thing in the 
worid. He had simply seen the Truth that had heretofore 
been hidden from him because he had reached out to it only 
half heari;edly. It reminded him somewhat of the time when, 
in desperation over a difficult problem, he had gone at last to 
the teacher for explanation, and had been introduced to the 
system for obtaining the right answer. It had been a revela- 
tion in figures to him that had made bright the whole way 
through mathematics and taken from the study its perplexi- 
ties. Farther back it reminded him of the time when after 
repeated trials he had learned to swim. What had seemed an 
impossibility became a part of himself, a natural action. And 
so, when he had once found God it seemed the most natural 
thing in the worid that he should have done so. Every doubt 
had absolutely dissolved before the experience like ice before 
the morning sun. God was ! Christ lived ! He KNEW it ! 
There might be arguments to prove that it was not so, but they 
were only theories reasoned out by man, perfect in their every 
step perhaps, but after all contradicted utterly by the fact. 
And the strange thing about it was that he now understood 
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that only those who had truly sought with their hearts could 
ever see this. The world would probably go on with its elabo- 
rate and scientific arguments to prove that it was all utter 
foolishness, but there were those who had sought and found 
and nothing could controvert their knowledge. That 
was why the ignorant and unlearned often found the Light 
when the wise and great were left in darkness. It heeded 
the humility of the little child to find. It took the whole 
heart searching to discover the secret. The fine bulwark of 
words and reason wherewith he had sought to establish his 
unbelief stood behind him like a toy wall built of blocks 
before the strong light of knowledge that filled his whole 
being. He could go back over it word for word and under- 
stand with his mind how he had come to certain conclusions 
and it was every word and phrase true as he had seen things 
then, true according to modern theories and conclusions ; and 
yet he now knew that it had all been a^ the prattling of babes 
beforie his present experience. He recalled how when great 
inventions and discoveries had first come out always there had 
been many to scoflf and doubt until the invention or discovery 
had become a common fact of everyday life. How men used 
to scoflf at the idea of a fiying machine, and laugh at the 
poor fools who were trying to perfect such a thing! And 
yet what a common factor it had become! So common 
that even a child scarcely looked up any more to marvel when 
a mail plane sailed above his head, and thought no more of it 
than of the trolley car, or a passing bicycle. How marvelous 
and impossible had been thought the telegraph and telephone, 
and all the modern electrical appliances until some one had 
sought with all his heart and found each one and placed it 
at the service of the world. And it must be so with religion — 
with finding God. It was all perfectly simple and under- 
standable when one went about it in God^s way. Why was 
it that more people did not take hold of the promises and try 
them ? Why were their eyes blinded and their understandings 
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darkened? How was it that they could not see? But then, 
he had been that way himself, and he had been honest. The 
thing lay in the will; one must be willing to search, and give 
everything else up if need be until one found. And because 
he had found the promise true, and knew just where the 
trouble lay for a great many other people who had been 
ignorant of the truth like himself, he must be one to tell. 
Was this letter his call ? Somehow it did not appeal to him 
with its business-like commands, as if the work of the Lord 
were to be run on a basis of pure eflBciency and nothing else. 
And yet it had come and no other way was yet open. 

A long time he knelt under the old tree. It seemed to be 
Bearer to Qod than anywhere else, and his thoughts were lees 
trammeled there to think clearly. In the chill of the eveniug 
he came back, drawing the collar of his coat up high around 
his neck cuid shivering, for the air was raw with a tang of 
winter and the meadows looked bleak and frosty. He was 
keenly conscious of the loss of his mother, yet full of peace, 
because he knew that wherever she was she knew and was satis- 
fied, for he had found her Saviour and was to be henceforth 
what she had longed to have him be, a minister of Christ's 
Gospel. Where or how, did not matter. He was stiU not sure 
that this New York church was the place, for of course he 
read between the lines and knew that a vacant pulpit was 
always looking out for a man, and doubtless he was to be on 
triaL He was not New Yorker enough to realize that this 
church was one of the most prominent and influential in the 
whole great city, and that it was a most strange and unex- 
pected circumstance that he, an unknown retiring young man 
from the country, but just returned to his own land after a 
long absence, should have been asked to preach there at all, 
even as a supply. If he had known, it would not have entered 
into 'his calculation now, for since his finding Christ worldly 
considerations had not intruded to trouble him. He had 
given his all, and nothing gave him even a ripple of regret. 
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He accepted the letter merely as one of the leadings of his new 
Guide, and did not question how wide a field it was to which 
he was being led. 

When he reached the little cottage he sat down and wrote 
a brief acceptance of the invitation* Then he set about his 
simple preparations to leave the little home permanently, 
putting it in the keeping of a dear old lady friend of his 
mother's who would be quite comfortable there with her grand- 
soUy and who otherwise would have had to remain as she had 
done for years in the home of an unloving niece and her still 
more imloving husband. John Treeves might have rented 
that house furnished at a good sum, or even sold it easily, for 
he had one or two offers, but it pleased him rather to give it 
to Mrs. Burnside rent free and feel that his mother^s home 
was going on and doing good as it had done often in her 
lifetime, when it had been a refuge for many a weary soul for 
a week or a day or a month in time of need. Also he liked 
the thought of going back now and then and finding every- 
thing just as it had been when his mother was living. 

So Mrs. Burnside brought her geraniums and her old 
wheezy sewing machine and her grandson with his cheap 
victrola, and they were established around the Treeves dining 
table and had their first supper the night before John Treeves 
left for New York. 

He spent that last evening, after supper, tramping out to 
the old trysting place, and standing among the stars talking 
with God. Down there in the village the cottage lights 
twinkled and went out one by one as the villagers retired, but 
the eternal stars shone on and showed him where was the dear 
little bimgalow at the end of the street that he felt he was 
really leaving forever. At the other extreme end of the street 
was the church spire, and one blue star glanced down its 
side with a spike of light as if to pick it out from the trees 
the better. Over beyond was the schoolhouse, red brick and 
white, where he had gone for so many years, and beyond, the 
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athletic field where he had distinguished himself in baseball 
every spring and football every fall, and where sometimes his 
toother had sat proudly on tiie side lines watching, never 
letting him know how fearful it all seemed to her, always glad 
and relieved and shiny eyed when the game was over, still 
and white and courageous that time when he got knocked 
cold for a minute. How all the little incidents flocked up 
now to stir his heart with sadness ! 

He turned away to the quiet stars and began to talk 
with Gk>d aloud: 

*' Oh, God, I had a wonderful mother ! I thank yon for 
her ! May I be all and more than she wanted and prayed for. 
May I never be traitor again to the faith. Fm going out into 
that sick world — ^it hurts me to think of it — ^the world that 
could have had a war like that 1 And I'm no better than the 
world— only— I HAVE YOTJ ! That is wonderful ! That is 
EVERYTHJNG I And I know what Til meet there, unbelief, 
scofSng, cunning reasoning, scholarly argument, selfish, fasci- 
nating people, temptations of every subtle sort that ever tried a 
man. And I'm no strong man, I know that now, or I never 
would have wandered from my mother's teachings and her 
Bible and the God I used to love when I was a child. I must 
be weak and easily led or I should never have come to the pass 
I did to let my mother go across without knowing I had cast 
that all aside and was true 1 Oh, God, you have forgiven me, 
I know, but I can never forgive myself 1 May I be kept from 
falling. Tou can keep me from falling. I remember your 
own words : ' And now xmto Him who is able to keep me from 
falling, and to present me faultless' — ^I commit myself, my 
eonl, my lifel Give me wisdom that I may if possible win 
men from the false way of thinking, whatever bypath they 
have taken in that direction. Especially show me how to help 
men out of the new and modem blindness that has befallen 
the earth, which was my own undoing. Oh, my Saviour, 

show me how to make men see what I have seen 1 " 

11 
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The night went on and the stars kept vigil with him beside 
the old tree, where he conmmned with his God and reeeiyed, 
as it were, his eonunission to go forth and preach, a kind of 
anointing of the spirit without which no man has a right to 
go into the ministry, no matter how much he has studied, 
nor how long he has been in preparing. 

He had not felt the cold, nor known that it was late as 
he walked up and down, and occasionally knelt. Once mor^ 
the Word was his attendant, bringing yerse after verse out of 
the storehouse of his memory where his faithful mother haC 
helped to put them long years before against a time like this, t^ 
make him wise unto salvation. And as he watched the stars 
and the verses began to come, it was as if an open book were 
spread before him and he read: 

" The heavens declare the glory of God, and the firmament 
showeth His handiwork. Day unto day uttereth speech, and 
night unto night showeth knowledge/' What was that his 
mother had read him long ago when he was only half com- 
prehending — something about God having taught the signs 
of the zodiac to Adam, or was it Abraham? He could not 
remember. And that there was sufficient evidence to make it 
certain that the signs of the zodiac were known in those 
long ago days, and that to those who rightly read them they 
foretold many things that were written in the Bible and made 
plain much that was sealed otherwise. Ahl He wished he 
could remember it aU. If his mother had read it kiomewhere 
others must know. He must look it up. His believing heart 
no longer saw it a matter for amusement, but rather one for 
deep thought and research. Ah 1 What a wonderful thing if 
God had written His wishes in the heavens in letters of stars 
to be read by those who cared to learn I 

The morning star had made its appearance as he came 
down the mountain st last, and found his way iu the deep 
darkness just before the dawn more by ths sense of feeling 
than by sight, Mrs. Bumside lifted her head anxiously from 

«;v i^- ►-'■ 
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fhe pillow and listened as he let himself into the house and 
wondered what and where and how, and then sank back to 
puzzle over it again. " If there was any train np from, the city 
at this hour/' she said to herself, " Fd uy thought he had be^i 
to the theatre. But he must have been over to Clarion to see 
some girl and had to foot it home. I do hope he isn't got 
started wrong over in that horrid France, his mother loved 
him so ! *' Then she sank back to thankful sleep again. It 
was enough that he had given her this wonderful haven of 
refuge. He must be a good boy after all. She summoned 
courage in the morning before he left to tell him she hoped 
he'd remember that his mother wanted him to be a good man, 
and he smiled reassuringly, and stooped and kissed her 
wrinkled old forehead. 

'^ Thank you for caring," he said ; '* I'll remember." And 
then he walked down the street to the station on hifl way into 
the ministry. It was not as he had thought he would go long 
years ago, nor as his mother and he had pictured he would 
start away to his firsit preaching, but he felt that somewhere 
up with Qod she knew, and he was content. 



CHAPTER XVII 

Mabjobib Hohuss-Cole had come home. Mountain au 
• was too dull for her. Besides, she had received word that 
'^ Al *' had a good opportunity of making pig money by going 
to the Philippines for six months to superintend the putting 
up of a large sugar refinery, with brilliant prospects ahead 
for a fine business career if he made good and he wanted 
to consult with her -before leaving. She came home, spent a 
blissful, tearful day with him by means of a hired car and 
dinner at a country inn while she was supposedly doing some 
shopping for her Aunt Sylvia, and then bade him good-bye. 
The horizon seemed now to be dull indeed since he had gone 
and further intrigues seemed not worth while although her 
friend who had instituted many house parties in the past 
offered a number of substitutes as consolation. But Marjorie's 
thoughts were on the high seas and scanning foreign shores. 
The other youths who passed for her favor seemed flat and 
iminteresting, and she preferred to mope, and read novels^ 
Not even the near approach of Christmas stirred an answering 
smile. Her mother was becoming worried and heaping gifts 
upon her child, and Marjorie was bright enough to make hay 
while the sun shone, and maintained her attitude of lassitude. 
So it was Marjorie who arose languidly from a deep chair in 
the luxurious library, and flinging aside her book, came for- 
ward to meet the young minister as he entered, escorted by the 
magnificent butler. 

" I beg your pardon. Miss Marjorie, I wasn^t aware you 
were in here,^' he said anxiously. ^' It was Mr. Horliss-Cole's 
orders, Miss, that Mr. Treeves should be brought in here 
when he came.^' 

** It^s all right, Bryan, Mr. Treeves is a friend of mine,'* 
ehe said brightly, and he withdrew, warmed by her smile, 
164 



THE TRYST 165 

In fact, flhe was the light of his old eyes, he having been in 
the employ of the family since her babyhood. 

For a moment John Treeves was puzzled to know where 
he had met the pretty little girl with the big eyes and restless 
expression, so far were his thoughts from the few minutes he 
had spent in her company. But Marjorie Horliss-Cole lost 
no time in putting him at his ease, and connecting the links 
without a break between their last conversation and the pres- 
ent. She was pastmaster at aU that sort of thing. It was what 
she had been sent to school for, and it was about all the 
upbringing she had ever had. 

And so for a time he sat and let her prattle, or answered 
her questions about the war and his experience indifferently 
enough, glad just to be in the company of a woman and feel 
in touch with home again. Presently he began to ask her 
questions about the church. 

*' It^s on the avenue, of course,*' she answered indifferently, 
** and ifs quite stunning. The windows cost millions of dol- 
lars and it's been all remodeled. It's an awfully popular place 
to get married, it's so well-suited for the decorations, you 
know. But churches are such dull places. I scarcely ever go 
since I've grown up. Of course we had to in school, unless 
we could get up a headache or something. But I'm going 
to-morrow; it will be such fun to see some one in the pulpit 
that I know. I often wonder why any young man takes it up 
though. It must be awfully poky. Of course it's tremen- 
dously distinguished and all that if one goes in for something 
to do and doesn't just care for society, but it's so confining; 
and if you want to go off to Florida or anywhere with a house- 
party it must be such a bore to get somebody to take your place. 
Of course we have three assistant pastors now and always one 
of them can be substituted at the last miuute. Oh, yes, I 
believe they are in charge of missions or something of ihe sort, 
but then ai^ybody can take a mission if one of them is needed 
to preach. And it really isn't so bad. I believe our minister 
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only preaches once a day, although I^m not sure; I haven^t 
been in a long time. Would you like to go down and look 
-at the church ? It isn't far and the car is always ready/* 

Treeves said he would, but couldn't they walk ? Marjorie, 
with a dash of interest, declared it would be ^^ perfectly dandy/' 
and ran up to get her hat and coat. Together they walked 
down the avenue to the old stately church distinguished 
through the years for its line of brilliant pastors and its 
wealthy congregation. 

They stepped within the padded doors and were shut in to 
the soft, rich gloom. High over the arching vault above the 
altar glowed great golden letters above a priceless window of 
rich glass like crusted jewels, "THE LORD IS IN" HIS 
HOLY TEMPLE. LET ALL THE EARTH KEEP 
SILENCE BEFORE HIM." 

Treeves had lifted his hat and bowed his head, a glow of 
comfort coming into his heart. Here was his Guide. It was 
all right. He could be at home and give the message. Oh, 
the wonder that he should be allowed ! But Marjorie chat- 
tered on. 

** Religion isn't quite such a bore as it used to be. People 
are broader, don't you think? I have some friends who don't 
believe in anything and they are perfectly lovely and have 
the best times. But it doesn't seem quite decent not to go 
to church once in a while. It's sort of a nice thiag for sick 
and old people, I suppose. But it's so dreadfully dreary. 
If I had my way I woidd start a new church like the old 
temples we used to study about in school where they had 
girls in pretty Greek costumes dancing, and wreaths and 
big silver platters of fruit for offerings, and young men in 
togas pitching quoits. People would come to church then and 
it would be something interesting. For my part I don't see 
if there is a God why he wouldn't want things a little pleasant 
and interesting. Times have changed anyway and people 
won't stand for serious things. The war did away with a lot 
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of tiresome things. Why, in some churches people brought 
their knitting! I really wouldn't mind going to church if 
there was something worth while to do. Come now, confess ; 
isn't it a horrible bore to you? '' 

John Treeves looked down at the pretty young heathen 
before him and perceived that here was his first congregation, 
and what should he say ? He understood that the Lord meant 
him to give a message : 

" Why, no,'' he said with a winning smile. " If it was I 
wouldn't have any business preaching. Ifs life, it's great 1 
It's the only thing worth while ! " and a light came into his 
face that almost startled the girl as she watched him, and 
wholly puzzled her. 

''But why? How?" she faltered. ''What is it all for 
anyway ? I don't see any sense in churches. We can be good 
at home if we want to." 

" Yes, but this is God's house. Hero we can come nearer 
to Him than anywhere else. It is here he has promised to be. 
Look ! " and he pointed up to the golden letters shimmering 
in a slant of afternoon sunlight that had somehow managed 
to steal into a crimson pane in a lofty window. 

Marjorie looked up. 

" You don't mean you think He is really here? " she asked 
wonderingly. 

" Certainly." There was a quiet assurance in his voice 
that filled her with awe. She shivered and drew her beautiful 
furs closer to her throat, casting a half -fearful glance up 
toward the altar. 

" How perfectly dreadful ! " she said. " I shall never dare 
to come in here again when there aren't a lot of people around. 
You aren't a spiritualist, axe you ? So many people are taking 
that up now. It's quite the latest fad." 

" Oh, no," said John Treeves with his warming confident 
smile, " Spiritualism has to do with departed spirits. God is 
not departed. He is here; always has been. Christ died, but 
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arose from the dead, and is a living presence to-day thai every 
one may feel and know/' 

"Oh, how perfectly frightful!'' said Marjorie Horliss- 
Cole shuddering. " Lef s get out of here into the sunshine." 

" No, please, wait," said the young preacher putting out a 
detaining hand. " I don't want you to go away with that im- 
pression. I shall have failed miserably in my first message 
if you do. Sit down and let me explain it to you. It is the 
most beautiful, the most wonderful, the most pleasant and 
comforting fact in the world. Christ is not here to frighten 
us, but because He loves us. He says : * I came that ye might 
have life, and that ye might have it more abundantly.' The 
most ol us are living in a little tiresome round trying to get 
away with time, and not realizing that there is more joy in life 
than we ever dreamed of. Christ came to be our close friend, 
to help us in our diflBculties, to show us a way out of our 
disappointments, to forgive our sins, and to save us from their 
consequences. He does not want us to be afraid of Him. 
He wants us to enjoy Him, to understand Him, to reach out 
our souls in any need for Him. There isn't anything we can- 
not talk over with Him as we would talk to a great and influen- 
tial friend, only more so, because this ONE will always 
understand our point of view and always be able to help, no 
matter how impossible it looks." 

Marjorie Horliss-Cole had not sat down in the cushioned 
pew he had indicated; she had drawn away down the aisle 
toward the door, with a doubtful look of dissent; but now she 
paused and looked at him earnestly : 

" Do you really mean that you think He will do things for 
people, (myhodjy not just for mimstersf That He would 
change tilings so that you could have what you wanted ? " 

" I really think so," said the young man bowing his head. 
** K you were His and He was yours. Thaf s the only con- 
dition. * If ye abide in me and my words abide in you ye shall 
aak wliat ye will and it shall be done unto you.' That levels 



THE TRYST 169 

np everybody alike. It makes no difference wlietlier one is 
a minister or a washerwoman. The only condition is living in 
Christ and letting Him live in you. There might even be some 
ministers who wouldn^t measure up to that.^ 

**Do you mean that,^' said Marjorie Horlias-Cole, wide- 
eyed and interested. '* Do you really think that Gtod looks 
on all people as equal ? That everybody has the same chance 
to — ^well, have a good time and have what they want, and just 
live and be happy ? Would a man — say that had been — well — 
suppose a man had been a prize-fighter or something like that, 
not because he was coarse or rude, of course, but just because 
he knew how and could earn his living that way ; do you mean 
that Ck>d would think he was all right and could be made as 
good as a person in society with pleniy of money ? '* 

** God doesn^t care for money or society or one's business, 
or even whether one has been good or bad. He cares whether 
a man or a woman lets Him into their hearts to live, whether 
they are willing to believe in Him, to take Him at His word 
and let Him take their sins on Him and change their lives into 
Christlike lives. If a man or woman is willing to do that 
there is nothing that God won't do for them if they ask. Of 
course when they take Him in and let Him live in their hearts 
it may change some of the things they ask for, some of their 
desires, but it makes them see what are the really great things 
they want, and it gives them more joy than they ever 

dreamed of .'* 

^^You look as though you had really tried it,*' said 

Marjorie thoughtfully. 

^ I have ! '' he said with a joyous ring in his voice. ^ Fm 
not just talking what I have learned out of a book, I've tried 

it, and it's all true." 

"Well, I want something with all my heart, something 
that I don't see any chance of ever getting," said Marjorie 
Horliss-Cole with tears suddenly in her big dark eyes. " Do 
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you really mean that if I would do what you say that I 
could have it?'* 

" If you take Christ into your heart to live and find that 
you still want that thing I really mean that I thtok He would 
give it to you/' 

" Well, what would I have to do? '' said Marjorie Horliss- 
Cole dropping into the nearest pew and claspiug her hands 
on the back of the seat in front, looking up at him with an 
attitude of surrender. 

John Treeves stood before her with a light of other worlds 
in his eyes and begau to tell the story of salvation, slowly, 
plainly, earnestly as to a little child, making sin suddenly 
stand out as a fact to be reckoned with, making a loving 
Saviour ready to forgive a reality. He had learned it all at his 
mother's knee ; it was not just the fruit of his recent experience. 
As he told it he realized that he did not need to search for 
the right thing to tell her, it was already there. It had been 
there all the time, only he had laid it away as a worn-out 
formula. Now he saw that it was the saving truth which 
had been made to live again through his own turning to search 
for the Lord, and the Lord's answering presence and forgive- 
ness. He made it very plain that no soul could save himself 
or forgive himself, that it was the work of Christ on the cross, 
and that sorrow for sin and belief in the death on the cross was 
the sinner's part of the matter. Christ did the rest and trans- 
formed one into another creature. 

She listened intently but he could not tell how she was 
taking it. Somehow it did not seem to matter so he told 
the story. It was as if he were preaching his first sermon in 
the presence of Christ, and an awe had fallen upon him. He 
was conscious of wishing to get the message across to his 
audience, but realized that that was not his part to perform. 
A verse like a voice rang in his ear : " Ye have not chosen me, 
but I have chosen you, and ordained you, that ye should go and 
bring forth fruit, and that your fruit should remain: that 
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wihatsoeyer ye shall ask of the Father in my name, he may give 
you.'* So rang the words, and his heart put up the request, 
" Oh, Christ, bring this soul to know thee, whom to know is 
life everlasting ! '* 

The girl sat very stiU as he finished talking, and without 
looking up, said : 

*^WeIl, it sounds very strange. I never heard anybody 
talk so before, hut if I thought He would do what I want Him 
to I think I would try it/' 

Was the child coming to Christ for the loaves and a fish? 
He looked at her earnestly to be sure; he had made it plain. 

'* You know it would have to be a real giving of yourself 
to Christ. You could not expect Him to answer your desire 
unless you had put all that aside and complied with His con- 
dition, which says, ^ If ye abide in me ' — ^that means staying 
there forever, you know — ^ and my words abide in you ' — ^ that 
means that you read His book and make it your own, so that 
you will order your life by it' — then *ye shall ask what ye 
wiU and it shall be done imto you.' " 

'^I understand/' she said thcrughtfully, *^it is awfully 
queer, but it sounds sensible. I'll think about it. But," lift- 
ing her eyes to his face, with a keen, searching glance, " aren't 
you somehow different from other ministers ? I never heard 
one talk like that before." 

^^I hope not," said Treeves with a somewhat startled 
memory that he had never been really ordained as a minister 
in the church, and was perhaps going beyond his right to speak 
thus with authority. Then he remembered his mother who 
had taught him, and his grandfather " John " for whom he 
was named, who had taught her, and had been an honored 
minister of the Gospel for many years, and his heart was at 
rest. If he should be called to this pulpit he would doubtless 
have to go through the forms of ordination and everything 
would be duly done according to the forms and ceremonies. 
For himself he felt his true ordination had been out on the 
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old bluff during his tryst with God, but for the next four 
Sundays he felt satisfied that his mother's religion would do 
that New York congregation no harm, even if it were not 
backed by the great body of an old and historic church. He 
had mentioned the fact to Mr. Horliss-Cole in his letter that 
he had gone to France before his last year at Seminary was 
completed, and was therefore as yet unordained, and Mr. 
Horliss-Cole had madci no demur. Upon him be the conse- 
quences of an ordainless preacher for the next four Sundays. 
They walked home thoughtfully through the gloaming 
talking of quite other things, and Miss Horliss-Cole handed 
him over to her father at the door and disappeared to her own 
room, but John Treeves found himself in spirit praying that 
she might find the way, and that he might be given words on 
the morrow to stir other souls to seek for the Christ. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

No letters had been f orwaxded to Patricia Merrill in care 
of Miss Edith Fisher, and Patly was greatly distressed. Miss 
Cole watched her keenly and invented all sorts of excuses 
to get her out into the fresh air. She was quite upset that 
Dunham Treeves should have utterly disappeared from the 
horizon just as she was getting acqtiainted with him, and when 
he did not return and the days went by she was not at all 
disturbed to have Marjorie hurry back home. For the present 
Marjorie had acquired all the good she was likely to get from 
the ^* Companion,^' and there was no one among the young 
people to keep her spirits up. Miss Cole had made one of her 
points by getting a speaking acquaintance ^th young Treeves 
through Marjorie, and if he should return again she would 
be able to follow it up herseK without her niece's assis- 
tance. Marjorie had progressed as far in her acquaintance 
with Edith Fisher as she was likely to get for a time, and her 
aunt felt that a little separation would not do any harm, so 
with a good grace she sent her home, telling her she had tried 
to keep her from coming in the first place. Patty and Miss 
Cole had settled down into a pleasant routine of days filled 
with reading, embroidery and walks, varied by an occasional 
evening down in the parlor, or a canter on horseback over the 
piney trails for Patty by herself. 

It was while she was off on one of these rides that a stranger 
arrived at the hotel and asked for Miss Edith Fisher. It so 
happened that Miss Cole had gone down to the oflSce with a 
letter she wanted to mail immediately, and heard the stranger 
talking with the clerk. She faced about, studied him a 
moment with pursed lips, then spoke : 

" You asking for Miss Fisher? Well, I can tell you about 
her. Just come sit down. I'm not able to stand any longer 
this morning. I have rheumatism.'^ 
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The hotel clerk waved his hand in assent. **Yes, Miss 
Cole can tell yon/' he said. 

She puffed in a leisurely way out the length of the office, 
followed by the slaranger who eyed her keenly, through one 
reception room after another, until she reached a little writing 
room that was usually deserted at this hour of the day and 
sat herself down in a big rocker, indicating another for 
the stranger: 

*' I am Mr. Sharp,'* announced the stranger. " I came on 
business to see Miss Edith Fisher. Can you teU me where 
to find her?*' 

Miss Cole looked him up and down keenly, her baffling eyes 
telling no tales whatever: 

*'Well, no, I can't. She's away to-day. I'm not sure 
just when she will be back. She didn't say when she left. la 
there any message I could give her ? " 

The stranger looked annoyed. 
Has she gone far ? " 

Well, now I'm not sure. She seemed uncertain when 
she left. She has a lot of relatives around here, and over in the 
next county. The Adamses, you know." When Miss Cole lied 
she always wished to justify herself. '^ Were you in a hurry 
to see her ? " 

" Yes, I was," confessed Mr. Sharp. '* I wanted to catch 
the afternoon train to Washington. What time did she leave ? 
Did she go by train or car ? " 

"No, she didn't take the train. She left about an 
hour ago." 

'* Ah! Did you see which road she took? I wonder if I 
could get a fast car and overtake her 1 " 

" Hardly. She likes to go pretty fast herself," said Miss 
Cole dryly, and you never can tell around here which way 
one takes, the roads wind and twist about till it makes you 
dizzy, but she's well on her way by this time. Isn't there 
something I could do to help you out? " 
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" Are you a relative of Miss Fisher ? '^ 

" Sort of/^ said Miss Cole. *^ Pm all she has just now, and 
I would be likely to know a good deal about her affairs/' She 
wore an indifferent air that seemed to care little whether the 
young naan gave her his confidence or not, and he studied 
her perplexedly : 

"I wonder now if you happen to know anything about 
Mies Patricia Merrill ?'' he hazarded- "A friend of Miss 
Fisher's, you know/* 

A flicker of intelligence crossed Miss Cole's face: 

*' I've heard her mentioned," she answered indifferently. 

'* IVs really about her that I have come," announced the 
stranger watching her closely. *^ Her mail was to have been 
forwarded here to be sent on by Miss Fisher." He drew 
forth a long envelope addressed neatly to Miss Edith Fisher 
in Patty's fine hand. It was one of the envelopes she had sent 
to her home postmaster. 

Miss Cole reached out and studied the handwriting closely : 

" Yes ? " said Miss Cole encouragingly, as though she knew 
all about it. 

** I didn^t know but she might be here now ?" The 

stranger fiung the suggestion at the lady with a tone that was 
insultingly familiar. Miss Cole was proud of the fact that 
she was not an aristocrat except by birth, but she knew how 
to assume the character in case of neeessily. 

^^ She is not here now ! " she asserted stiffly, and half rose 
as though the interview were terminated. 

" Then, could you teU me where I could find her? " 

" I suppose you might leave a note for her in that envelope 
and let Miss Fisher send it on to her on her return. That was 
the direction she gave, was it not?" 

Somehow Miss Cole could always manage to put anybody 
on the grill if she wanted to badly enough. 

" Yes, but I must see her at once ! You see I have a busi- 
ness paper for her to sign which requires haste and I have been 
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sent out here by her lawyers to hunt her up and get her signa- 
ture at once ! '' 

*' By her lawyers, did you say ? '' questioned Miss Cole with 
an almost imperceptible emphasis on the pronoun. 

''By the — ah — ^family lawyer, yes. It is a matter that 
will not wait, and Miss Merrill has been so careless as to leave 
them in ignorance of the details of her journey ! '^ 

*' She wasn't sure herself what she would do next,'' vouch- 
safed the lady calmly. 

" Oh, then you do know her ? " The stranger brightened. 

" Well, I know something about her/' she assented. '^ Now, 
this paper, what is its nature? Because" — as she saw he 
hesitated and looked at her suspiciously — ^^ Miss Fisher had 
some directions, I believe, if certain papers — ^was it one relat- 
ing to her property ? " The game old lady hazarded the ques- 
tion at random and then looked up with as snug an expression 
as a cat that has just swallowed a bird. Patiy might arrive 
home at any minute and spoil the whole thing. She must end 
it up as quickly as possible and send this brother on his way. 
He was a detective ; she had scented that right at the start, and 
a rather conmion one at that. She hated the whole race of 
them, and resolved to protect her little alias Companion to the 
best of her very fine abilities. Besides, she did not believe he 
came from the family lawyer. He did not look cultured 
enough for the kind her little girl's family lawyer would likely 
employ. He was rude and familiar and altogether ill-bred. 
She did not trust him. 

''Why— y-yesl It was. About properly I Something 
that had to be settled up at once? " 

" Um-m-m I Could I see the paper ? " 

" Well, not exactly, you know. It was for her privately.*' 

" I see. But she isn't here, and I really couldn't do any- 
thing about it without knowing which one it was." 

* I don't see how you could do anything if you don't know 
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where she is/' he growled belligerently, suspicion bristling 
from his glance. 

"Probably not/' said the old lady rocking indifferently; 
*' bnt again, I might. I might succeed in getting Miss Fisher 
on the 'phone sometime and get the address from her if the 
matter was sufficiently important. We people are bothered 
a lot down here by very insignificant things and we came 
here to rest, you see." 

"I see," said the young man uneasily, looking foiled. 
*'Well, the fact is, the paper is sealed," he lied glibly, '^I 
was barely told what I have told you about it. I was sent here 
to enquire of Miss Fisher where Miss Merrill was to be f oimd 
at once, and I was to proceed to her hotel and hand her the 
paper. I was on no account to give it into other hands." 

" Oh, very well ! " said Miss Cole, rising calmly. ^^ I guesd 
your best way will be to run down to Hot Sulphur and see if 
she is there. Of course she might have gone to Washington 
this morning; she often does. Try The New Willard; that 
is where i^e stops, and if you fail there, thtre is no use trying 
this side of New York, I'm sure. I will wish you good morn- 
ing. Sorry I couldn't help you, I'm sure." 

"But wait! " said the young man anxiously striding bo- 
aide her. " You must let me write this down- Do I xmder- 
s^tand that this is accurate information?" 

^ I really couldn't answer for your understanding, young 
man. Your name is Sharp. That ought to help you some. 
Try Hot Sulphur — all the hotels — she is somewhat erratic, 
you know — ^and then try Washington. If you don't find her at 
The New Willard, 'phone me. I'll be glad to give you any 
further information I have by that time, of course. You 
might leave your card also for Miss Fisher when she comes, 
and 111 tell her about it Then if you don't find Miss Merrill 
she can leave a message here for you when you telephone. I 
wish you good momiug, yoimg man I " 

Miss Cole swept into the elevator and was carried up out 
12 
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of sight, but she got off at the first floor above and trotted 
hastily to the upper gallery, where behind a row of palms she 
could scan the office unobserved. The young man looked after 
her angrily, and stepped up to the desk. 

"Don^t you know where Miss Edith Msher is?'* he de- 
manded noisily. 

The hotel clerk had not much use for a voice like that in 
the office. He looked the stranger over haughtily and replied: 

*' You been talking to Miss Cole, haven't you ? Well, then, 
if she doesn't know^ bobody else around here does. Mise 
Fisher's her niece or something. I can't tell you any* 
thing more." 

" When does your next train go? " 

"Eight now, the car's at the door. You better beat it 
quidc, she's just starting," advised the clerk jauntily, and slid 
himself into a little inner office out of sight. 

The stranger turned and beat a hasty retreat. Miss Cole 
grimly smiling at the upper hall window watched him drive 
out of sight, and a moment later saw a trig little figure on 
horseback round the curve and flash past the car around to 
the stables. The day was saved, or Patly was saved, which 
was what the day had come to mean for Miss Cole. 

While they were eating their lunch that noon at a little 
table that looked out into the plumy pines. Miss Cole ma/ie 
a casual statement: 

" There was a man here to see you to-day." 

Patty looked up startled, a great fear growing in her eyes 
and contending with what looked like a great hope. 

*'At least he came to see Miss Edith Pisher," went on 
Miss Cole, not seeming to notice the girl's agitation. 

" Oh I " said Patty relaxing, and then her eyes growing 
dark with thought once more. " But I don't know how any- 
one would know I was here. I've never told anyone that 
name — but you people I " 

** Not anyone ? " 
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'^ Well^ I told the postmaster at home to forward mail to 
Edith Fisher here/' 

''That's it I Have you had any?'' 

'' Not a thing/' 

''H'ml" said Miss Cole, dissecting her fish, while Patty ^ 
grew white as she tried to realize what this must mean. ** The 
postmaster has given you away." 

'' What did he want? " faltered Patty. 

*' Nothing much. Just sent by some lawyers, he said, to get 
the present whereabouts of some friend of yours that had to 
sign a paper right away this minute. You needn't worry 
about him. I sent him packing. I advised him to look in 
on the hotels at White Sulphur and if he didn't find her there 
by all means to try The New Willard in Washington. He's to 
'phone me from there and see if I have any further infor- 
mation. And now you needn't tell me anything about it 
unless you have to." 

Patly looked at her for a moment with the tears blurring 
her eyes, and then broke into a comprehending meriy 
little laugh: 

'' Oh, you perfect DEAR ! " s(he chirruped softly. *' If w% 
were only alone, I'd kiss you 1 " 

" Oh, mercy I " exclaimed Miss Cole crossly, but she looked 
as if she liked it. 

The very next afternoon a card was sent up to the rocan 
for Miss Fisher, bearing the name of Harold Barron, and 
Patty went white as death as she looked at it. 

"What is it?" asked Miss Cole suddenly arising from a 
•upposed nap. " Is tiiat Sharp fool here again ? " 

Patty tremblingly handed her the card and put her hand 
flutteringly to her throat. 

" No," she said in a small dry voice. " No I " with a catch 
and a sob ; *' but — ^now — ^they have found out ! And I don't 
know what I ought to do." 

" Do you want to see him? " 
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'^Oh, no!*' Patty shrank back as from a dreaded 
apparition. 

*' Well, then, yon shan't ! Here I Where's my purse ? '' 

She arose from her bed, snatched her pnrse, and all in 
her afternoon nap disarray, as she was, — ^boudoir cap on one 
side, silver hair in curls about her face, sensible gray flannel 
wrapper trailing crookedly after her — she marched magnifi- 
cently from the roonu Patty was too shaken to stop hei. 

She had a moment's conversation with the bellboy outside 
the door, and sailed in again shuffling her gray felt bedroom 
slippers determinedly and snapping her purse shut. 

"There!" she said with satisfaction as she turned the 
key in the lock with a click. *' That's that! Now, let's pack 1 
We're going home to-night ! I'm not going to have you both- 
ered like this, and there's no telling how many more will be 
on your trail by momiag. If you want them to come you've 
only to say the word, but if you don't I'm going to take care 
of you. I've sent for the hotel clerk and I'm going to make 
it worth his while to say that we spoke of touring Florida for 
the winter, so I guess he'll know how to keep his mouth shut. 
No, you needn't say a word. I want to go home. I've wanted 
to all along, only I hadn't any reason to go, for of course 
Kate has a lot of goings on at Christmas and she would 
rather have my room than my company, but I've a perfect 
right to my room in that house, goodness knows, and as long 
as it isn't convenient for me to stay away any longer I'm 
going home. If you don't like it there well go somewhere 
else, but weTl go there first anyhow. You're mine as long as 
you choose to stay — and — MEEC Y I ' child I " 

For the first time iu her life Sylvia Cole knew what it was 
to have a grown-up girl fling her arms around her neck, cry 
on her shoulder, and then kiss her fervently again and again. 
It almost overwhelmed the poor lonely woman, but she bore 
it grimly and liked it. Presently Patty, with tear-stained face, 
and a smile twinkling out between the dimples, began to pack. 
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''You don't know how dear and delidons it is to have 
somebody caref said Patty ecstatically, and then stopped 
suddenly as if she had said something she ought not to 
have said. 

"Why, child! Haven't you any mother?*' 

The words were out before Miss Cole realized, but she 
hastened to atone: 

" There ! I'm an old fool 1 I ought to have known better. 
N"o, don't tell me a word. I know there's something troubling 
you and you ought not to tell it or you would have explained 
long ago. If s all right and I respect you for your silence, 
so let it go at that. Now, where shall we put those fool 
evening rags? I might as well have left them in New York 
for all the good they've done me — still — once! Well, put 
them back in their box and send them by parcel post. We've 
no call to overwork packing. Let's take things easy and enjoy 
the trip." 

Pattjr silent and excited followed all directions perf ectly^ 
and now and then laughed half hysterically at the flow of origi- 
nal conversation with which Miss Cole enlivened the remain- 
der of the afternoon. 

But there was one call of farewell that Patiy felt she must 
make before she left, and Miss Cole seemed to be as conscious 
of it as she was herseU, and perhaps had been planning for it. 



CHAPTER XIX 

Sevebal days before these happenings she had been walk* 
ing back to the hotel from one of the trails where she had 
left Miss Cole to get the afternoon mail, and choosing a path 
she had not often gone before she came to a little nook among 
the pines where the trees were arranged almost like a tiny 
room, sheltered from the passersby, and quite sunny and 
pleasant. With a soft exclamation of deUght she peered in 
Mnd then perceived that the room was already occupied by a 
little shriveled old man done np in furs in a wheeled chair, 
who glared out at her and flung np a hand angrily, thereby 
displacing his rags and dropping a pair of shell-rimmed glasses 
which had been lying in his lap. 

" Oh, I beg your pardon I '' said Patiy in a soft ripple 
of excuse. *' I didn't know that anyone was here, and I was 
only looking in to see how lovely it was. Let me pick them 
up I '' and she stooped and laid the glasses back in his lap. 

" Who are you ? '' he demanded, glaring at her fiercely out 
of his little hard eyes. 

" Oh, just a girl that is staying at the Inn with Miss Cole. 
Fm sorry I intruded. I hope you'll excuse me 1 '* 

''Miss Cole, eh? Well, you should have known better, 
but now you are here make yourself usefuL Pull that collar 
up around my left eax. Ifs nearly frozen off, and go tell 
that rascal of a man of mine that he's killing me with all 
this cold air. He went to get me my tonic and he's been gone 
about two hours. He ought to know better ! I shall dismiss 
him when he gets back." 

Patty tucked the furs around him as if he had been a baby 
and gave a final pat to the laprobe. 

'' Now, are you all comfy? And shall I go hunt the man? 
What does he look like and what is his name ? Or would you 
rather I should wheel you back to the house ? " 
182 
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''You couldn*t You'd spill me down the mountain,'^ 
quavered the old man. " But if I let you go youTl stay bb 
long as he does, and I'm c-c-cold ! '' 

"Of course 111 wheel you back I*' said TMj taking 
capable hold of the chair; ''and of course I won't spiU you. 
It's as easy to wheel as a baby carriage. See 1 I've turned it 
around nicely; now well be back before you know it. Which 
door do you prefer, back or front? " 

" Oh, back, of course I There's always some old cat about^ 
no matter how cold the day is." 

Old Hespur, blindly dashing down the path, almost ran 
over them a moment later in his excitement : 

'' Oh, sir," he crooned breathlessly. " The chambermaid 
had been cleaning, sir, and dropped the bottle out of the win- 
dow. Most careless, sir. I was obliged to go to the bottom 
of the hamper that came last night for another bottle, sir." 

" Qet out of the way, you old rascal ! " growled the master. 
" We're doing well enough without you. You might as well 
get back to the hotel and pack up. You're leaving at once 1 '^ 

Hespur quite used to such treatment said : 

" Yessir ! " quite meekly and fell behind, taking the weight 
of the push as the chair wheeled up the hill. Patty, gifted 
with wise imderstanding, kept her place as if she were pushing, 
and talked in a cheery 1;one to the old reprobate about the 
beautiful day and the sunshine and mountains and air, never 
heeding his growling dissent, and when they reached the door 
she stepped to his side, saying : 

" Now, you'll be all right, I'm sure, and 111 just run on and 
get Miss Cole's mail ! " 

" Well, well, well ! " blustered the old man, putting out a 
detaining hand, but before he could stop her Patty with a smile 
and a bow slipped away. 

That evening a beautiful box of roses was brought to 
Miss Cole's apartment " For the young lady with the smUe, 
with Calvin Treeves's compliments." 
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"What shall I do?'* asked Patty turning to Miss Cole 
with the open box of loveliness and a troubled look on her f aoe, 
"He oughtn^t to be sending me flowers. I didn't do any- 
thing but the simplest act of courtesy/' 

"There are none too many of those left in the world, 
child/' said Miss Cole, " and few falling his way that are not 
baited with silver. Better run around to his apartment and 
thank him. He may swear at you, but it will do him good, 
poor old soul. He's been too crusty and too selfish to get 
many of the good things of life except such as money will buy, 
and that isn't much, I've found out." 

She ended with a half sigh, and Patty with a thoughtful 
look at her and wearing one of the roses in her hair and another 
pestled in her gown, slipped down the haU and tapped at 
Calvin Treeves's door. 

She stayed a half hour that first evening, talking and 
laughing, relating a bit of happening from her school life, 
singing a scrap of a tender song, and impersonatiug a funny 
old woman she had known in her childhood. When she was 
gone the old man said to his servant in a tone he kept for 
the seldom and real things of life : 

" Thaf s a fine child, Hespur, a fine child I Thaf s the 
kind I'd have liked my daughter to be if I'd ever had one." 

Old Hespur, deeply moved, and pottering round tidying 
the already tidied room, agreed : 

" She's all that, sir, she's all that." 

Thereafter just at dusk every evening Hespur tapped at 
Miss Cole's door and preferred the request : 

" Would Miss Fisher be pleased to read awhile to my mas- 
ter to-night?" Or, "He's been having a bad day again. 
Would the young lady be kind enough to come and give him 
a bit of cheer?" 

So Patty would spend a half hour or more with the old 
rascal, who under her happy ministrations had become as tame 
as a canary in her presence. Whenever she entered the room 
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it seemed to the two old men that the sun had suddenly arisen. 
Hespur woidd set her a chair, and give a poke to the fire to 
aend the flames leaping up joyously, and would tiptoe away to 
a point of vantage with a sigh of relief, to enjoy the half 
hour as much as his master. When she had been coming 
for three days it seemed as though she had belonged to them 
for years, and they b^gan to count on the hour of dusk as the 
centre of the whole day. 

So when Patty walked into the room in her traveling dress 
and hat and announced that she had come to say good-bye, it 
had all the effect of a bomb on the quiet room. 

« What ! What— what I WEAT! " sputtered old Calvin 
Treeves in a blaze of anger. 

** I^m sorry,^^ said Patty gently. " I wanted to finish read- 
ing that story to you, but perhaps if I get at it I can get the 
most of it done 1 '* 

" Story! Story be hmged! Ifs you I want! TOU, I 
eay I YOU ! And Alq ehan^t take you away from me. I say 
ahe shan't ! You tell her so from me I You tell her so-o-o-o 1 '* 

The tears were rolling down the old man's face and be 
was trembling. 

" Oh, I^m so sorry ! '' said Patty. '* But you mustn't feel 
that way. Nobody is taking me away from you. Fll always 
be friends, and maybe some day I'll be where I can read to 
you again." 

^^ No, no, NO!** said the old man shaking his head from 
side to side like a spoiled child. " If you go now I'll never 
get you again 1 It's always so. Everything I get that I like 
leaves me. If s a curse. IT'S A CUESE I She told me long 
ago I'd be cursed for my money 1 " 

** There, now. Master. There, there I" soothed Hespur 
patting his shoulder lovingly. * It's no curse, sir, if s just life, 
sir ! We's all like that I You have to be brave, sir ! Dont 
you see you're distressing the young lady ! We don't want for 
to make the young lady feel bad. There's tears in her bright 
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eves. The young lady^s beeji yery good, she has, and you 
shonldn^t reward her by getting upset, sir, when she didn't 
go for to make yon feel badly/' 

'*0h, no/' said Patty brushing away the teardrops that 
had sprung into her eyes at the pitiful sight of the poor old 
child. *^No, I wouldn^t hurt you for the world, and you 
mustn't take such a mournful view of things. Sometime very 
likely I'll be back. If I get a chance I surely will, but it 
happens just now that things are so I ought to go. Listen ! 
Suppose I write you a letter I Would you like that ? It will be 
almost like talking to you, and then you can write me Qpe 
back some day. How wiU that be ? " 

**You would forget 1" mourned the old man. *' Young 
people have their own lives. You are like my nephew. He 
came, and I warded him, and he went. He wouldn't stay 
for all the money in the world. And now you are that way, 
too? You will go away and forget." 

" No, I will not forget," said Patty soberly. *' I will 
write you a letter once a week and tell you something inter- 
esting that I have seen. But I don't think your nephew 
has forgotten." 

'* Do you know my nephew ? " The old man sat up and 
shot a quick glance at her. 

The color flew into Patty's cheeks, but she answered 
coolly enough : 

" I've seen him, of course, but what I mean is this : You 
probably haven't made him imderstand that you really care. 
If you had you wouldn't have lost him. Because I'm sure he 
hasn't forgotten. He's probably not understood, that's all. 
I have an idea you are one of those people that shut all the 
lovely part of them up tight in a shell and show only the hard, 
prickly side, and expect your friends to guess that it isn't 
all hard and prickly." 

Patty's smile was adorable, the kind that would make 
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fhe most tmkind truth seem flattery. The old man looked ^ 
her sharply. 

"You know/' said Patty dimpling. '^You weren't just 
jreally your best when you first met me. If I remember 
rightly, you gave me a very cool welcome, and if I had fol- 
lowed my first impulse I should just have scuttled off out of 
your sight in a huxry and never have crossed your 
vision again ^^ 

" You're a very plain-spoken young woman ! " he snarled 
with a haU a smile on his old purple lips. 

" Well, isn't it true, Mr. Treeves ; weren't you very cross 
indeed to me that first day ? " 

" Well, I suppose I was," he admitted shamedly, " but I'm 
an old man and I'm used to having my own way, and people 
have to make allowances for me." 

" But people won't, you know," said Patiy sadly, with a 
cute little tilt of her head. "They'll just think you are a 
horrid cross old bear and keep away from you, when they ought 
to know that you are very nice behind the prickers, and a 
splendid friend to have!" , 

"There There! THERE! There! THERE!" splut- 
tered the old man beginning to weep again. " I'm not ! You 
Jcnow I'm not, and what's the use saying it? Hespur, you old 
fool, don't stand there gaping! Go get that leather box of 
mine! QTJlCK!" 

Hespur was at his side almost immediately with a dark 
leather-covered box in his hand. 

"Get the KEY, you old fool! What good is the box 
without the key, I'd like to know ? " 

" Why, that's just what I said," laughed Patty. " What 
good is it to have a nice heart unless you give the key of it 
to your friends ? " 

" But I haven't a nice heart ! I have a bad one ! " con- 
fessed the old sinner looking into her eyes as if she were an 
angel come to bring him to judgment. 
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^ Oh, bo/' said Patty quite emphatically. ^^ YouVe shown 
me that you have a good heart. 3^eVe had some very pleasant 
talks together here.'' 

^' You only came because you were sorry for me," grumbled 
i^ie old man bitterly. *^ I saw it in your eye every time." 

*'No," said Patty firmly, ^'I had another reason, too. I 
was sorry for you because I saw you put the prickly on the 
outside, but I really had another reason for coming. 

"Well, what wa« it?" 

" Why," said Patty hesitating, " I didn't expect to tell you 
that, but I will. There's no reason why I shouldn't. It waa 
just that I once loved your sister-in-law very much. She was 
the sweetest woman I ever knew — ^and, when you asked me, I 
came to see you for her sake 1 " 

" WHAT 1 " exploded the old mao. " My, MY S-S-Sis-ter- 
in-law 1 Why, I never had a sister-in-law, child! Ohl You 
— you — ^why you must mean — ^why! did you mean my 
nephew's mother t** 

*^ Yes," said Patty simply, not understanding why thera 
should be anything extraordinary in that. "I ©pent a few 
weeks once in the village where she lived. She was very good 
to me and I loved her. I think she was the most wonderful 
woman I ever knew." 

<f Why— I— I think so, TOOl" the old man burst out and 
the tears flowed gallantly down his cheeks in the first really 
repentant confession he ever made in his wicked old life. " I 
THINK SO, TOO, DON'T I, HESPUR?" The question 
came out with a bounce at the old servant eo that he fairly 
jumped up in the air as he answered : 

*' Yessir 1 Yessir 1 You do, sir. That you do, sir 1 I've 
always said to myself you did, sir ! Always, sir 1 " 

*^I'm so glad you loved her, tool" said Patty softly. 
" And now, I've got to go, for I've several things yet to do 
before we leave and ifs getting late. But 111 not forget 
to write." 
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Then she stooped and did the most extraordinary thing. 
She hissed the leathery, massaged, powdered, perfumed old 
forehead with a gentle daughterly salute like a rose breath 
and was gone. 

It was safe to say that a kiss like that had never dropped 
upon his soul from any lips since his mother had kissed hirn 
as a child. He sat quiet, petrified, until the door had closed 
behind her, somewhat prolonged by a bit of farewelling by 
He§pur on his own account, and then he dropped his old head 
on his clawlike old hands and burst into wholesome tears. 

*' Therey 1 Therey 1 '' patted old Hespur. '^ She^s gone, 
but wasn^t she a thoroughbred? Never did I see two that 
would have mated so evenlike. Bless *em, I hope they some- 
time meets together I '* 

The old man looked up a cunning twinkle in his stream- 
ing eyes: 

^^You think so, too, Hespur, don^t you? I knew you 
would. I thought of it the first time I laid eyes on her. Do 
you think, Hespur, it would do to put it in the will? ** 

" No, sir, I don't, sir I You know he's a chip oflE the old 
block, and there's none like them to get a bit bull-headed if 
you try to drive them. It's like a calling, this marrying is, 
Bir; it's got to come from above or it won't work the ri^ht 
combination, sir. Better trust to Heaven, sir, if it's meant, 
sir, it's meant, and nothing'll stop it. It's too delicate a ma1>- 
ter, sir, for man's hand to meddle with." 

" That's right, Hespur. I'm an old fool. I've bungled my 
own life and now I'm trying to bungle my nephew's. But 
say, Hespur, you rascal, what's that on the fioor? Is that 
my jewel box ? You old reprobate I You never picked it up I 
And she never aaw the jewelsl And I wanted to give 
her one rl' 

Ho began to sob in dry, hopeless gasps: 

"It's not too late yet, sir. I could go take it to her, sir. 
Pick out what you like, sir, and III take it to her quick, sir.*^ 
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The old hands grasped at the box, a great glitter of mag>- 
Hificent stones, picked up in all quarters of the earth, the 
pride and the boast of his heart, wrangled and grasped after, 
and collected, and kept in a wonderful safe in his room ; no fit 
c»mpanion for a rich and wicked old man, but yet one of his 
whims that he had insisted upon. 

They hung above the precious stones. 

*^ Shall I give her the ring with the blue diamond?** he 
asked as his fingers hovered above the azure blaze. 

^' Why not the white, sir ? It*s very wonderful with a heart 
like fire, sir 1 ** 

*'N"ol** said the old man sharply, then sadly. ^^No, 
Hespur, I never give that away. That*s the ring I bought for 
the girl I loved. You didn*t know I loved a girl once, did you, 
Hespur?** His voice was almost a whisper, ^'But I did. 
Now, Hespur I Don*t you ever let me know I told you that, or 
rRaenijouio THUNDER! 1 1 BojouHEABftf' 

Hespur caught his breath : 

*^ Yessir I That*s all right, sir I 1*11 remember, sir ! ** 

''I don*t want you to EEMEMBER! I want you to 
FORGET I'' 

^' That*s all right, sir. I mean forget, sir 1 I was forget- 
ting, sir, then, sir 1 That was what I was doing, sir I Did 
you say you was going to send the blue diamond, sir ? 1*11 get 
the little velvet box, sir, shall I?** 

The ring was hastily encased and Hespur hurried away 
with the gift, but he was scarcely back again in the room and 
mending the master*s fire when light, hurrying feet were heard 
at the door, and Patty rushed in : 

^^ Oh, Mr. Treeves, dear 1 I couldn*t take this. It is very 
wonderful and beautiful, but I couldn*t take a gift like this.** 

*' Why not, if I want to give it? ** The little old man was 
trembling and crouching, his last pleasure was being taken 
away from him. 

Why, because it isn*t right. I 8houldn*t feel right, and 
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if anyone ever found it out they would think I had come to see 
you for what I could GET 1 How I should hate that 1 And by 
and by you might get to thinking that, too, you know/' 

** But that is just so you won't forget me I '' he pleaded. 
He was beginning to see how his illgotten gains would not buy 
TiiTTi a thing that he really wanted. 

^^ Oh, there's no danger of that," she smiled. ^' And here, 
if you want to give me a keepsake, let me have the little book 
I read to you from tiie first evening." 

*^ It was only a library book. It's gone back 1 " sighed the 
old man wearily. ^'It wasn't mine to give. Nothing is, it 
aeems, thaf s worth while." 

*^I'm sorry to make you feel this way," said Patty, 
troubled, *^but indeed I coiddn't take a valuable thing like 
that Haven't you some little trifle ? " 

" That's only a trifle," he said fretfully. " If you only 
knew me better you'd think it was a good thing that I wanted 
to give it away. I'm not much of a giver. But show her the 
box, Hespur, maybe she'll find something she'd like better." 

^^ Oh I " breathed Patty as the box was opened and the light 
flashed out from a thousand facets. For a moment she gazed 
in wonder, and then her glance traveled rapidly through the 
collection o£ rings, pendants, pinis, bracelets, chains and 
xmset jewels. 

" What is this ? " she said, pointing to a little slender gold 
ring, worn almost to a thread, and set with a single tiny pearl 

00 small as to seem almost mean and cheap in the wonder of 
display. *' Is it something you care for very much, or could 

1 take that?" 

" It was my mother's ring," he murmured. ** Take it I 
should like to have you have it^ if you will. She never had 
money to buy anything better. I kept it because it was hers, 
but I am going soon where I can't keep it any longer. If you 
wiU take it I shall be glad. You are the kind of girl she was." 

*' I shall keep it very sacredly," said Patty gently; *' and I 
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feel honored that you want me to have it, though I should nof 
have chosen it if I had known it was precious to you, I hate 
to take it from you. You should have it always/* 

'^Nol No! J\^0/'^ he fretted. ^'Takeit! It^s not pre- 
cious I Nothing is preciouB, I tell you, in this whole blamed 
world 1 It's aR nonsense to live anyway, and worse to dial 
It's an outrage to have to I '' 

*'0h, please don't talk like that. You mustn't 1 Ifs 
wrong you know. There's a God somewhere and He likely 
loves you, I've always heard that Qoi loves and understands 
everybody. It's often comforted me to believe that* Try it 
and see." 

'^Godl GOD! What do I want of a GOJ?/ All He'd ever 
want with me would be to damn me 1 " 

"There! THEEE! Mister Treeves, MASTER! Re- 
miember, ifs a young LADY you're talking to" — broke 
in Heepur excitedly — ^^ and shell misa her train, the young 
lady will." 

''Well, there, flro chad!" 

The old man snatched her hand and pressed his withered 
old lips wildly, desperately, reverently on the soft fingers, then 
flung it from him. 

'' GO! " I said, ''and forget aU that I have saidl BuJ 
don't forget to write to me 1 Don't — ^forget 1 " 

When Patty arrived in Miss Cole's room once more her face 
was so disturbed and troubled that the elder woman questioned 
her aiid Patiy told all that had occurred : 

"It was dreadful, Miss Cole! I felt so sorry for him! 
He seems to be so lonely, and he carried on so 1 " 

" Well, ifll do him good ! " snapped Miss Cole unexpect- 
edly, although Patty could see she was wiping away a tear. 
"Yes, ifll do him good!" she reiterated as if to reassure 
herself. "He's had his own way all his life. He's been 
selfish and grasping and cruel and overbearing and he didnt 
care for anybody, so he got more and more money, for 
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money was power, and that was what he wanted above 
everything 1 '' 

" You knew him then when he was young?'' 

Miss Cole was so excited that for once her alertness did 
not guard her secrets : 

** Yes, I knew him 1 '' she answered, turning to look out of 
the window into the dark pines. *^0h, I knew himl'' (A 
pause.) *^ He could have had what he wanted if he hadn^t 
cared more for his ambitions and his own way than for his 
friends. But he chose this way ! He made his bed, let him 
lie on it ! Plenty of people have spent their lives on the beds 
he made for them I Come, it^s time we got downstairs I 
Where is that porter?'' 

In thoughtful silence Patty followed her down to the office 
and into the cab. It was not until they were established in the 
sleeper and everything stowed away comfortably that she 
ventured another question: 

^^ Do you think I was wrong in promising to write to him ? " 

Miss Cole started as from a reverie and her eyes were sad 
and soft as she answered: 

^^No, child, I don't I Poor old soul I Give him all the 
comfort you can now. He hasn't long for it in this world, 
and if all accounts are true, I don't believe he has much chance 
for it in the next — ^if there is a next I " 

Patty went to sleep that night with a great ache pounding 
in her heart and smarting in her eyes, and somehow she felt 
Miss Cole was tangled up in the tragedy. Then she dreamed 
that she and Miss Cole were trying to pull old Calvin Treeves 
out of a deep, dark pool, and he clutched at the slimy bank 
with his claw-like handd and screamed wildly for help, while 
his old servant stood weeping. 

She awoke to a gray December morning with lazy snow- 
jQakes whirling through the air and carloads of Christmas 
trees everywhere along the side tracks. 

la 



CHAPTER XX 

JoHK Dunham did not accept the pressing invitation 
of Horliss-Cole to spend Christmas day in the Fifth Avenue 
mansion. Instead he ate a roasted chicken with onions and 
squash and a rice pudding, with Mrs. Bumside and her grand- 
son in the little home bungalow at the end of the village street 
in Maple Brook. Not that he desired to do so. It was as far 
from his wish as the Fifth Avenue mansion. Christmas Day 
held sad memories for him, and it was only because he saw 
that Mrs. Bumside considered it her duty and was severely 
set upon it, that he humored her and stayed. She made a 
great deal of his being able to have the comforts of his old 
home on this holiday of holidays ; but every reference she made 
to the old days hurt him like a knife and he was glad that 
late in the afternoon he might reasonably plead the necessity 
for wending his way cityward. Even then he did not present 
himself at the Horliss-Cole house until very late, preferring 
to wander about the city rather than to come in on Christmas 
festivities that did not belong to him. 

He had said he would be late and he had hoped to be let 
quietly in by the footman and escorted to his room without 
tiie knowledge of the family. But he had failed to reckon by 
New York standards and he found everything in full blast 
about a mammoth Christinas tree whose lights made the great 
entrance hall one blaze of color, and put to shame the big 
yule log blazing rarely in the immense, carved-stone fireplace 
that flanked one entire end of the room. A concealed orches- 
tra behind a wall of palms and ferns on the gallery above the 
wide staircase were sending forth most delicious strains, 
haunted with tender old Christmas carols and gay with the 
lilt of Christmas merriment culled from the music of the ages. 
Young men and maidens, a select company in gala attirei weis 
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dancing and frolicking around the Christmas tree, and the 
place seemed one mad whirl of joy as he entered. For a 
moment he stood on the edge of the room and looked about 
him, feeling most tremendously out of place in his present 
mood, and wishing with all his heart he had remained in the 
streets for another two hours rather than encounter this just 
now. Then Marjorie Horliss-Cole, whose gleaming shoulders 
and back rose startlingly beautiful in contrast to the flTYifunng 
frock all gauze and sparkle that was neither midnight blue 
nor yet deep smoky forrest green, rushed forward and took 
possession of him. Her dark eyes were more wonderful than 
ever set off by the soft dusky hair in which nestled a string 
of some strange jewels that held all the lights of blue and 
green in her robe. If he had put his thoughts into words she 
seemed like the very spirit and essence of the Christmas tree 
stepped down oflE its branches to converse with men. 

But John Treeves did not feel that he had time to play 
with the spirit of Christmas trees that night. His heart was 
full of the message he meant to bring to the church on the 
morrow. It was also full of sad memories, and the day with 
Mrs. Bumside had not been particularly helpful, for that 
good woman seemed to feel it incumbent upon her to refer 
to his mother's illness and the details of her death with 
every othe? breath, until his heart was wrung with pain 
and every nerve cried out for rest. Therefore while he smiled 
pleasantly at the bright apparition of the girl his spirit shrank 
from mirth and longed for quiet. 

^^ You are just in time to dance this with me ! '* she cried 
brightly, balancing on a silver slipper and holding out a 
shapely hand. 

" Thank you,'* he said. ^^ I'm not a dancer.'' 

**0h, never mind that, I'll soon teach you, though I'm 
sure I don't see how you possibly went through the war without 
learning. I understand there was a great deal of it over 
there. Come on, well slip in the little reception room till 
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you get the step, and then Til astonish them all -with my new 
partner. IVe taught hundreds. You^U soon get if 

'^You misunderstand me/* he said gently. *'I do not 
ever dance.** 

She paused and looked up astonished: 

'^ You don*t mean that the church won*t let you? I didn't 
think there were any narrow people like that left anywhere 
in the world. You know that won*t matter in New York. 
You will be expected to dance. The people will like you all 
the better for it. Nobody will object in the least.** 

*^ But I should object myself,** he smiled with that winning 
graciousness that always took the edge from any refusal. I*m 
not under any churchly rules as yet so far as that goes, and 
I do not know what the attitude of the church to-day, as a 
whole, would be on the subject, but I know that it is one of 
the tilings that I decided long ago I wouldn*t do, and I haven*t 
seen any reason to change my mind. I*m sorry to seem a 
sort of grouch, but I really don*t belong at a pariy to-night. 
I*ve had a long, hard day, and I want to make a little further 
preparation for to-morrow. Would you mind if I went to 
my room ? ** 

" Oh, not at all, if you feel that you must, but you must 
come over to the dining-room and have something first ! ** 

He followed her through the wide corridor into the dining- 
room, with its loaded table, almost deserted now, save for a 
stray couple or two who had drifted in to quench a thirst. 

A waiter brought him a plate of tempting Christmasy 
things, and asked his preference in wines, and when he quietly 
declined any of the latter the girl beside him looked up 
sharply and challenged him again. 

*^ You don*t mean that you never take anyiiung? Never! " 

He bowed assent a trifle coldly. It did not please him to 
be put ttarough a catechism about his personal opinions. 

*'But why? You are surely not afraid f*' There was a 
touch of contempt in her voice. 
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He looked at her steadily, quietly : 

" Yes, I am afraid, if you please to put it so. But not 
because I have any more reason to be afraid than any other 
man or woman living. I don^t touch it because I believe it is 
a bad thing for anybody, and for my sake as well as for others 
I believe in letting it alone.'' 

In her glittering butterfly garb she had seemed as far as 
possible from the girl with whom he had talked in the church 
the week before, but now her eyes suddenly took on a hungry 
anxious look: 

*^ Do you mean that you have to sacrifice all the things 
you want to do in order to live the kind of life you were talking 
about the other day?'' 

"I mean that sacrifices are not even considered, if you 
really want to live that life," he said with his brilliant win- 
ning smile, *^ but in my case it happens not to be a sacrifice. 
My ancestors did that for me, and I have neither the taste nor 
desire for such things. But couldn't we find some more pleas- 
ant subject for conversation than my personal opinions? 
They surely can't be interesting to you. Have you had a 
pleasant Christmas?" 

" Oh, so-so ! " said the girl indifferently. ^^ Of course I 
got all the things I told them I wanted, but then I'd have 
gotten them anyway. Dad always gives me all the money I 
want, and they seldom interfere with what I buy. And, of 
course, we've had a very gay time, loads of parties — ^but it's all 
a beastly bore when it's done. If you can't have the one thing 
that you want at the time it doesn't matter how much else 
you have." 

His face kindled : 

*^ Do you feel that way, too? Well, well just have to see 
what we can find to do for someone else then. That helps 
a lot I tried it in France the winter my mother died. 
Christmas didn't seem to be Christmas, no matter how many 
turkeys they gave us, and so I just cut it all and went out to 
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find some little French child that was worse off than I was. 
I found her. Little Marie Louise rolled up in a tattered quilt 
sick and cold and hungry. Her father had been killed in the 
war and her mother had been carried off by the Gtermans. Her 
oldest brother had been made stone blind by a shell, and 
her youngest brother, only eight years old, was the only one 
left to care for her. He had been away all the morning and 
most of the afternoon trying to get her a drop of milk for her 
Christmas dinner. He had come back without it and the two 
were sobbing in each other's arms when I found them, so I 
gathered them up and took them back to the boys. We gave 
them such a dinner as they hadn't had for months, and then 
took up a collection and went out and bought th^i clothes 
and things they needed and some toys. There was a doll with 
a pink dress for the little girl, and everything we could get 
to make a tree pretty. Then when it was ready we took the 
children in to look at it, and you should have seen their eyes 
bulge with wonder and joy. Their little, pinched, white faces 
got pink with happiness and they just sat down at the foot of 
the tree and gazed and gazed. We adopted those children then 
and put them with a good woman to be cared for, and fixed it so 
that they would be looked after when we were gone. But it 
made a bright spot in that dreary Christmas for me, I can 
tell you, that wouldn't have been if I had been trying to 
enjoy myself.'* 

She had listened intently. 

*^ That's awfully interesting," she said. "Fve often 
thought I'd like to go into settlement work, but mother would 
never stand for it. I'm coming out this winter, of course, bui 
if s not awfully exciting, because — ^well — ^I'm not greatly in- 
terested in it. I've thought a lot about what you said the other 
day — ^but I don't see how I could ! I've been wonder- 
ing — ^why couldn't I get some one else to do that ' asking ' 
for me ? Some one that already lives that way ? Why couldn't 
ffou do it and get the thing I want for me? Ministers do 
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pray for their congregations. Isn't that what they are 
there for?'' 

^'Well, not exactly/' eaid Treeves laughing, ''but I get 
your point. You mean why couldn't I do the living for the 
whole congregation and they get what they want through me? 
Well, it iMi't done, that's all." 

'' What do you mean ? " she asked puzzled. 

'' Why, I mean that there is no promiBe of that sort. The 
promise is only to those who comply with the condition. 
And it isn't Gk>d'8 fault that that is so; it wouldn't be possible 
any other way." 

'' I don't see why not." 

'' Why, because it is only wh^i you are in accord with 
God's will that you ask things that are right and fit in with 
His plans." 

"Then perhaps what I want does not fit in with His 
plans ? " She cast a troubled belligerent look up at him. 

'' Well, possibly. You could not tell that until you had 
given up yourself and your will to His plans, then you would 
know, and you would not ask a thing that you knew was not 
in His plans." 

"Yes, I would! I want it anyway t I don't care what 
His plans are. That is making Him just like Dad and 
Mother. What I want doesn't fit with their plans either, and 
I mustn't even ask any more or I get sent off to a hateful old 
boarding school for another whole year." 

" Well, but don't you see that (Jod couldn't trust people 
like that with a promise of that sort ? It would be like giving 
a stranger a blank check and letting him fill it in with what- 
ever amount he wanted, before you knew whether he was trust- 
worthy or not. God only gives His blank checks to His own 
children who love Him so much and are so much in His 
confidence that He can trust them not to put themselves ahead 
of the universe." 

" But I want what I want, whether God wants it or not I " 
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declared the girl stonnily. '^ He's no right to put me here in 
a certain station in life and then dangle somebody else out of 
another station in life right in front of my eyes and expect me 
to turn my head away and not see how fine they are ! *' 

Her cheeks were crimson, and her eyes were downcast. 
She hardly realized how much of herself she was revealing. 
The young man watched her with an illuminated expression. 
So then this poor child was being lured by some man who was 
Tery likely beneath her ! Could he save her, help her in any 
way to her better self? He could see she was worth saving. 
There was a streak of frankness about her that was most 
appealing. It stirred all the gallantry in him, and moved him 
to her protection. His face softened. 

^^ But you would not want to have your wish if you knew 
it meant a lot of pain and suffering and disappointment when 
the illusions were past. Suppose God knows that if He gave 
you your wish it woidd bring bitterness and no joy.'' 

^^ Well, then I want it anyway 1 " 

She lifted dark stormy eyes to him : 

"Wouldn't you rather suffer and be disappointed even, 
with a real person for company, than go all your life alone in 
the company of the richest fool that ever walked this earth ? 
I would. Of course you think I'm a little silly like all 
boarding-school girls in stories, and that I am deceived in 
my judgment, but I'm not. If you understood you would 
think I am right. I'm just as sure you would. You seem 
leal ! You make me think of him a little 1 " 

Treeves looked down at her startled, the child and the 
woman in her were struggling together, but the child was 
uppermost, and he felt he coxdd not turn away : 

" Look here, little sister," he said gently, " I guess since 
we've begun this question we better sift it to the bottom. 
Suppose we go over into some room where we'll be alone for a 
few minutes and you teU me all about it, that is if you want 
to, of course ? " 
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** Oh, I do!" said Marjorie with unspeakable pleading in 
her eyes. ^' I have no one; no one to help me 1 '' 

" I don't know that I can help you,'' said Treeves as he sat 
down in the big leather chair in the library by the open fire 
where she had led him, ^^ but I can at least find out whether 
you are being fooled by some man that isn't worth 
walking over." 

A smouldering fire leaped into the girl's eyes. 

" There ! Don't be angry ! " he smiled. " I shan't be any 
harder on him than you would. Lef s hear the story, 
little sister." 

There was an elder, brotherly kindness in his voice that 
reassured her and she began f alteringly to tell her story. Five 
miDutes later Mrs. Horliss-Cole, in search of her daughter, 
paused a second before the open door of the library and saw 
the two seated before the fire in earnest converse. A fiicker 
of satisfaction passed over her well-preserved smile and she 
passed on to her guests once more. 

Ten minutes later, having carefully noted down all data 
which Marjorie had given him concerning one Allen Winters, 
en voyage to the Philippines, John Treeves sat up and looked 
at his companion thoughtfully. 

" You know," he said with a pleasant smile, ^* if this young 
man is all you think he is, he's worth waiting for, and a 
little waiting never hurt a real true love, only proves it, so 
I've heard. Of course I don't know much about those things 
myself, but it seems reasonable, doesn't it? And meanwhile, 
you're in your father's home. He loves you and has cared 
for you all your life. He has a right to your loyally. If I 
were you I wouldn't do a thing that would in any way be 
disloyal to your father and mother. You won't be worthy 
of any great happiness that may be coming to you if you do. 
You'll only spoil it. If the young man is worthy of you he 
wiU agree in that, I'm sure. And besides, you're really quite 
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young yet, arenH you? If this is the real thing, time Mid — 
God will bring it out righf 

*^Why, that's almost exactly what Edith Fisher said,'^ 
exclaimed Marjorie suddenly. *' How funny 1 '* 

** Fisher 1 Fisher 1 *^ said the young man startled. "Where 
have I heard that name?'^ Some vague disappointment 
lurked in his memory in connection with it. 

" Why, Edith Fisher is just Auntie Cole's companiolL I 
don't suppose you have met her, though you're liable to see 
her around almost any time. She does some of mamma's 
secretary work sometimes, too. She's a very pretty, well-bred 
girl and a nice sort. They used to have money, I guess, but 
she never seems to complain. She's very good company when 
you haven't anything to do. Of course she's busy all the time 
and doesn't go out or anything, but I often talk to her. It 
isn't like talking to the girls; she's kind of out of my world, 
you know 1 " 

Unconsciously Marjorie had put on her society drawl of 
condescension as she said this about Patty, and Treeves looked 
at her keenly : 

" You know,'* he said speculatively, " the young mem. isn't 
the only one that's got to be proved. You've got to find out 
whether you are worthy of him. You can't just stick a little 
money or a name onto him and bring him into your world, the 
changing has got to be mutual, and it sometimes takes more 
sterling grit to step down than it does to step up. Often the 
stepper-down discovers he is really the stepper-up." 

" I don't know what you mean 1 " said Marjorie Horliss- 
Cole, lifting a haughty chin and staring at him much as her 
mother might have done. 

"I mean," said John Treeves with a squaring of the 
Treeves chin, and a kindling of his mother's gray eyes, ''I 
mean that you may not be worthy of your man after you find 
he is worthy of you. I tell you unless you can get out into his 
world and be at home you can never expect him to get out 
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into yours. This thing has got to be mutual before you can 
create a world of your own together/' 

^^ Ohl '' said Marjorie, a trifle angrily, a trifle puzzled. 

" You know/' said John Treeves with a wistful look in his 
gray eyes and a persuasive gentleness in his voice, *^ I wish you 
could bring yourself to go at this thing in the way I suggested. 
Jesus Christ is a strong true Friend, and He can see all the 
way to the end of this. I can only point the way. But I 
know Him, and I wish you'd try Him." 

" Perhaps I will," said Marjorie softly, with a long, deep 
look at the first. " But one would have to be awfully sure of 
Him to give up entirely — E VEEYthing that way ! " 

*^ He makes you sure as soon as you do it. There is no 
assurance beforehand. That is the test." 

They were still a long time till the big expensive log in the 
fireplace fell apart with a soft crushing of rosy sparks that 
brightened and flickered and grew gray. 

*^ I think," said Marjorie Horliss-Cole with a light little 
laugh that covered a deeper feeling, ^*I think it is awfully 
queer that a man like you should belong to Calvin Treeves I " 

John Treeves sat up startled : 

** What," said he alertly, ^^ do you know about me and my 
Uncle Calvin?" 

" Why, I met you down at the mountain Inn with him. 
Have you forgotten already ? " 

" Pardon me," he said with a slight mortification. ^^ Of 
course you did. Of course that explains it all. You see, 
I was a bit upset that evening with other matters, and it passed 
from my mind entirely where I had met you first." 

"That's all right," said Marjorie, "I'll forgive you. 
You've been awfully good to me. But come, we must go back 
into the other room or mother will never forgive me." 

John Treeves thought of it again the next morning as he 
sat in the stately New York pulpit and looked over the church 
bulletin for the day which a thoughtful sexton had placed in 
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the open Bible. He read his own name, J. Dunham Treeves, 
and pondered. Where did they get that name? Not from 
him, for he always signed his letters John D. Treeves, or more 
formally J. D. Perhaps that girl had heard it down at the 
hotel where he met her. Very likely his uncle had had him 
registered that way. But the wonder over it lingered, till he 
was obliged to put it forcibly away. What difference anyway 
about a name? He was here to preach the (Jospel. He must 
keep his mind and heart open for the message from above. 
So he rose to speak ; and there facing him, as if her counte- 
nance were the only one in the vast sea of faces, he saw his 
old friend Patfy staring up at him in wonder and amazement ! 



CHAPTER XXI 

Quite early that same Sunday morning as Patty was com- 
ing down the hall from Miss Cole's apartments she had sud- 
denly come face to face with John Treeves, who was* going out 
for an early walk in the quiet of the day, before the world 
had awakened to its weekly Sabbath-breaking rollick. The 
delight on both faces for the instant was immistakable. John 
Treeves put out his hands eagerly for greeting: 

*' Patty ! '' he said joyously. ^^ I have found ^^ 

Just then a door opened behind him and Patty was recalled 
to her situation by seeing Marjorie Horliss-Cole come blithely 
forth arrayed as if for a walk. 

The smile that had been on Patty's face went out blankly 
like a thing that was not. It was like a curtain falling sud- 
denly and completely on a play just about to begin, the im- 
personal, formal, business-like attitude of one who serves. 
Her lips had been open to exclaim *' John ! '' as eagerly as he 
had said *^ Patty 1 '' but instead they spoke coolly : 

'^Miss Fisher, sir, Miss Cole's secretary. Can I be of 
service to you ? '' 

John Treeves stopped puzzled, aghast, stared at her a 
moment, his face growing pink with embarrassment : 

^*I beg your pardon," he said. ^'I took you for an 
old friend." 

She smiled faintly, acknowledging the apology, swept him 
a downward glance and turned on her way down the hall, 
continuing beyond her own room to the servants' staircase, 
which was in an alcove out of sight. She could hear Marjorie's 
blithe good morning and a question about going walking in 
the Park, and somehow she knew without turning badk that 
he had watched her out of sight ; but her knees were trembling 
and her ankles seemed to be like water as she sank upon the 
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Tipper step of the servants' stair and buried her white face 
in her arms. What an awful mess she had made of things 
now, and how could she ever get out of it or brave it out? 
It was like the old legend about a tangled web we weave when 
jSrst we practise to deceive. She hadn't meant to deceive in 
the first place; it had seemed necessary. But there must have 
been something wrong somewhere, for look at all this ! Who- 
ever had supposed John Treeves would turn up again where 
she would see him? And, oh, the bitterness of having to deny 
him welcome in answer to that joyous sound of her own true 
name *^ Patty ! '' How good it had been ! And he had been 
glad to see her ! He surely had ! No one could doubt that. 
Her face grew rosy at the thought and then wretchedly white 
again as she realized how she had compelled her own voice 
into coldness and put all recognition away. Forever, too, per- 
haps, for how could she ever, ever explain it all? In fact, was 
she justified in making a mess like this to save her mother 
and sister? How far away they seemed and unreal, as she 
sat on the back stairs that morning and listened to the ser- 
vants' chatter down in the butler's pantry: One voice came 
ringing above the rest: 

"Yes, and he's old Calvin Treeves's nephew, rich as a 
king. They say the missus is just throwing Miss Marjorie 
at his head 1 " 

" Looks to me like she was willing enough herself ! " came 
a laughing answer from a parlor maid. " They just went past 
the window toward the park. My word 1 A young lady don*t 
get up this time of a Sunday morning for a walk unless it 
means something." 

Then the door swung to and shut further sound away and 
Patty arose, her face white and still with misery and her heart 
beating violently with a new kind of ache. She went to her 
room, locked the door, and dropped in a little silent heap upon 
her bed. It was worse than a long fit of weeping, that dry 
still kind of grief like inward bleeding that saps the life. 
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and it told upon her young face in gray haggard lines. She 
roused herself after a while and began to get ready for the 
day, making her plans to keep absolutely out of sight. She 
was glad that Miss Cole wanted to go to church. Miss Cole 
did not often go to church, but had sent for her quite early, 
saying she had decided to try it once more. They would go in 
the car that was kept always for Miss Cole'e special use when 
she was in the city, and they would n#t be bothered with the 
rest of the family, she was sure. Miss Cole liked it that way 
and so did the family. Moreover none of the family ever 
bothered the church much excepting Mr. Cole, who always 
went by himself in the morning, Patty having overheard re- 
marks to the effect that he went officially rather than person- 
ally, and that the office he held was one which had more to do 
with things financial than with things spiritual. So Patty 
felt safe. Evidently John Treeves was a guest in the house 
for the week-end. There had been so many guests the night 
before, and Patty had been so busy with the little details of 
the Christmas festivities that she had not noticed who they 
were to be. 

For Patty had gradually drifted into a place of general 
factotum in the household. Miss Cole sometimes complained 
that the rest of the family kept her so busy that she had no 
time to give to the one she was supposed to be especially 
attending. For Patty knew how to do many things. She 
could paint dinner cards in a trice, and arrange flowers : she 
could write many graceful notes in no time at all, and answer 
the telephone sweetly with just the right inflection to convey 
Mrs. Horliss-Cole's innermost feelings ; she could play lady's 
maid on occasion, and even gracefully take the place of a 
dinner guest absent at the last moment. Oh, Patty was a 
handy person to have about the house and Miss Cole was be^ 
ginning to grimly reflect that she would better take her yoimg 
companion away to another mountain resort pretty soon if she 



208 THE TRYST 

did not wish to have her absorbed bodily by the whole family 
and nothing whatever left for herself. 

Marjorie Horliss-Cole had, on the whole, been a friendly 
person to Patty, although on her return to the city she had 
dropped the intimate on-an-equaUty tone of her intercourse, 
and treated Patty more like an upper servant. Never except in 
case of an absent guest whose place absolutely must be filled 
was Patty asked among the family, and then on both occasions 
— ^for it had happened but twice — she was condescendingly 
advised to say as little as possible about herself. But Patty 
was an adept in that for her own sake and got on admirai>ly» 
So now she thanked her lucky stars that there was no danger 
of her being asked down to dinner or having to pass through 
the rooms again where this most unexpected guest would be 
likely to be. She resolved to plead a headache after church, 
which she had good cause for feeling was already on ita 
rampant way. Then a tray would be sent to her room and 
she would be to herself the rest of the day. Very likely John 
Treeves would go away on the morrow. She had no notion 
whatever that he was to be the speaker of the day nor even 
that he was a minister at all. It was quite natural to suppose 
that he was here in the house as a guest to see Marjorie. She 
sighed as she turned away from the mirror where she had 
been adjusting her hat, and began slowly putting on her gloves. 
It was her own doing that John Treeves was out walking in the 
park with another girl instead of his friend of long ago. 
It was her own doing that he would go away again in the 
morning puzzled and perhaps hurt over what had happened. 
But she could not help it Not until her father came home 
and advised her could she explain her strange situation. That 
was firmly settled in her loyal young heart. 

In a few minutes more she was seated beside Miss Cole in 
the limousine on her way to church. She was thankful be- 
cause she felt she would not have to be constantly on her 
guard as if she were at the house. So absorbed was she in her 
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own thoughts that it was not until he stood np to read the 
morning lesson that she noticed John Treeves in the pulpit, 
and even then it was his voice and not the sight of him that 
suddenly startled into her absorption : 

*' Who hath believed our report, and to whom is the arm 
of the Lord revealed ? '' 

It was as if a prophet of old stood up and cried out against 
them as the age-old chapter rang out under the high-carven 
arches, and broke into the hearts of the people. There was 
perhaps no person present who had not heard the words 
before, yet it seemed curiously original to them, like a new 
revelation. They had been accustomed all their lives to hear- 
ing of the sufferings of Christ. It was the proper churchly 
phrasing conveying vague pictures of the mistakes of a people 
long ago about One who had done them all honor and whose 
position had not been fully understood. But liow they seemed 
all at once forced into a listening attitude of heart that scarcely 
seemed comely for a stately service. Such phrases as " WB 

hid, as it were, our faces from Him ^ No, certainly not 

They had never done any such thing I *' He was despised and 
we esteemed Him not.^^ The arraignment was unjust! It 
was an absurd rendering. Still the arraigning voice went <hi. 
*' Surely He hath borne OUE griefs, and carried OUB sorrowsi: 
yet WE did esteem Him smitten of God and afficted ! ^' Why, 
yes, of course, that was exactly their attitude, but why should 
that suddenly seem an accusation? Had not Qod chosen to 
smite Christ for their sakes ? Was not that the blessed truth 
that all who comforted themselves by churchgoing on a pleas- 
ant Sabbath morning had always hugged to their hearts? 
What was wrong with that? ''But HE WAS WOUNDED 
FOR OUR TEANSGEESSIONS, HE WAS BRUISED 
FOR OUR INIQUITIES, the chastisement of OUR peace 
was upon Him, and with His stripes WE are healed I '' 

There was a curious breathless attention as the tremendous 
statements went on. It almost seemed as if the young man 
14 
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had got hold of a new kind of version of the Scriptures^ so 
strangely did the old words sound with the new emphasis^ or 
was it the quiet, direct way the reader had of putting a per- 
sonal note into his voice? 

'' AU we like sheep have GONE ASTRAY 1 '' Why I Could 
it be possible that any one considered fhem still responsible for 
all this? They shifted uneasily, coughed, glanced about, and 
sat quiet again to the end. The prayer was spoken as to a visi- 
ble Presence and in a tone so intimate that it seemed to some of 
the more ceremonious almost unseemly. The choir chirruped 
in with an intricate anthem like costly, hand-picked angels 
from the celestial chorus trilling around and playing at hide 
and seek among the heights and peaks of melody. It was 
exquisite, but it was usual, and the congregation drew breath 
and sat back relaxed and endeavored to forget impressions. 
The hymn, a stately, churchly one on themes of prophets and 
martyrs of old, goers-before who had done all the strenuous 
religion for those of this favored age, drowsed down upon their 
souls, and they settled into comfort and apathy for the sermon. 

If the church pews had been secretly wired and the current 
suddenly turned on, the people could not have been more 
thoroughly electrified than by the sermon which followed. 
Not that it was sensational, not in the least. John Treeves 
did not take off his coat, nor stride about the pulpit, nor 
thump the Bible, nor use college or army slang to convey his 
meaning. He spoke in a quiet, direct, personal voice as if he 
were talking to one person, about a certain particular act of 
his life. They were all sinners, and there was no getting away 
from it. Not just the sin of Adam which they had quietly 
accepted and grown used to long ago; got so they could joke 
about it at a dinner party or in the office during the process 
of a crooked deal; but sin, Sin, SIN. Plain, bald, unvar- 
nished SIN. A Personal SIN, differing in no way from the 
•in of the degraded lower classes. And worse still, not a far- 
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away childisli sin, nor a forgotten sin, but a sin of to-day^ 
now, present, and to be reckoned for at once 1 

They sat in startled indignation with stem eyes fixed 
unflinchingly upon him, trying to look the hideous thought 
out of countenance. Before each one like a phantom danced 
the special act which represented present sin with him or her, 
and there was that sense upon them of not looking at one 
another lest consciousness of conviction should be writ large in 
"Qieir own eyes. 

There were those whose indignation drove away conviction; 
whose haunting memories were exorcised by thoughts of sins 
ao much worse they had not done. And then, suddenly those 
little sins they had picked out and were ashamed of were 
swept into a great caldron of sin seething and boiling in 
which they were overwhelmed. It appeared that the greatest 
sin of all, the sin that was at the bottom of every sin, was 
ihat they had *^ esteemed HIM not.*' A kind of hopeless 
terror seemed to be brooding in the still deep-colored light 
of the old aristocratic church. Not one of its respected, re- 
spectable members would have owned to a panicky feeling, yet 
it was there beside them in a sickening dismay. If this were 
true, all this the daring young preacher was telling them, 
what was there of life left that was worth while ? What but to 
be imdoing the past, to be seeking forgiveness? 

^^ Who hath believed our report ! '' There were those in 
the audience who had never had a very definite idea of who 
Isaiah was, whether he really ever lived, or what his work 
in life could have been anyhow. It developed that he was 
a prophet sent of the Lord to give this message which was 
not only for the people then but for the people of all time 
who heard or read. The great sin, the sin of the whole world, 
was that they had not believed the report. Who were those 
who had believed? The speaker went on rapidly to picture 
before them the different classes of people down through the 
ages who had believed. Mary the Mother had believed, even 
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though it laid a burden upon her heart. The humble shep- 
herds, feeding their flocks in the field had believed and started 
at once to search and find Him ; the Wise Men in far distant 
lands, knowing not even one another, and following only a 
star had believed, but they were only three out of all the wise 
men of the earth. Not many wise nor great had believed. 
The King — ^he had believed the belief of fear, but only sought 
Him to kill Him because he loved himself. Not many mighiy, 
not many rich men had believed. Like a procession marched 
the men and women of the Bible, each answering yes or no to 
the question, ^^Who hath believed our report?'' And when 
the last one was passed there was not a man or woman in 
the church that had not heard himself or herself somehow 
described. They were facing a fact they would never have 
owned before; they had not believed the report that a Saviour 
was born. Oh, bom to the world, yes ! A large comprehen- 
sive Saviour for a large comprehensive Sin in which they 
were willing to take a modest share provided everybody else 
took equally. But a personal Saviour and a personal SIN, 
writ large, that they had not believed — did not believe in now ! 

At lis juncture the speaker brought in the remainder of 
his text, '^ To whom is the arm of the Lord revealed ? *' 

And now a great fact suddenly became plain. Believing 
came before revelation. One must believe the report before it 
was possible to have the truth of it verified. Indeed, unwilling- 
ness to believe precluded any possibility for seeing the truth. 
It was like a closed door, closed by the will. Believing was an 
act of the will. Eeal believing meant acting on that belief. 
There were those in the world who professed to accept the 
truth of the report, but it had made no difference in their 
lives. Such could never have the revelation of the Lord's arm 
because they had never gone farther than a mere intellectual 
" belief which was no better than a mere intellectual unbelief 
because it got nowhere. The proof of belief was willingness 
to go searching for the Lord. The Lord would reveal Himself 
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to those who searched with all their hearts. The speaker made 
this statement quietly, but with a throb in the words that gave a 
personal touch to what he was saying, an eager conviction that 
it was worth seeking. Every tone, every gesture, every inflec- 
tion of voice said as plainly as words could have done, ^^ I know 
this is true because I have tried it myself/' And then he began 
to give quick and fast the reasons for making such a search. 
First, because God had urged it and promised great rewards 
in the way of revelation and blessing; and he poured forth 
promises, speaking rapidly and quoting them like something 
that had been lived into his heart. Second, because those who 
had tried it had testified of the wonder and glory that had 
come to them through finding Christ, and he instanced some 
quiet everyday saints who had fought the fight and worn the 
glory in their faces. Patly knew he was talking ahout his 
mother. She did not know that her own face was wet with 
tears as she listened. She only knew that something had 
come to her that day which stirred her deeper than anything 
she had ever heard, which crystallized and put in motion all 
the latent hunger and desire and ambition she had ever known. 

John Treeves was not preaching a sermon he had mad© 
up out of his inner consciousness, nor yet one framed upon 
the system of theology which he had learned in the seminary. 
He was giving the message that had been given to him as he 
knelt upon the frozen ground at the old trysting place on the 
bluff above the little home town. He had strewn it thickly 
with scripture, not after careful midnight study to find the 
appropriate text, but with words from his store of Bible 
learned at his mother's knee ; words whose meaning had long 
ago entered his soul, and whose convincing truths were unan- 
swerable. Without realizing that he was being great he had 
preached a mighty sermon that day because he had taken 
God's words instead of his own. 

^'Yesterday," said he in that quiet, conversational tone 
that held the attention so steadily, ^^ we celebrated once more 
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the birthday of the Saviour King. He was bom again to ns 
as He was born long years ago to those who lived then. What 
are you going to do with your King, your Saviour? Will 
you let Him lie in a manger, or will you cradle Him in your 
heart? You that are shepherds, will you leave your sheep to 
follow the star and find your Saviour? You that are wise 
men, will you go on the search, no matter how long or hard it 
may be and give Him the great gift of yourself? You that 
are rich, will you go sell all that you have if He asks it and 
come and follow Him? To-morrow He will be treading the 
way to Golgotha again, and that heavy cross is the price of 
your punishment, not His. That burden of sins He will bear 
is not His but yours. He is despised, and you esteem Him 
not even though He took your sins upon Himself? What 
are you going to do about it? '* 



CHAPTER XXII 

Thebe was a sense of sudden letting down as the organ 
boomed forth a bit of left-over Christmas oratorio, and 
a drawing of breath in relief. Ah ! Here was solid ground 
and something quite in the line of regular things to be ex- 
pected. A truly noble work of art combined with religion. 
Unquestionably great, unquestionably religious, and yet call- 
ing for no responsibility on the part of the listener. Composed 
by a great master, performed by great artists, well paid for, 
and appreciated by a refined and well-meaning audience, what 
more could a reasonable God require in the way of worship? 
Why was not this greater than the praise of those simple, illiter- 
ate shepherds, the myrrh and incense of those long-ago sages? 
Already the keen air from the outer door had stolen into the 
church and turned the thoughts of the congregation away from 
the tense and imusual thought of the hour. In a moment more 
they would be smiling and bowing and asking after friends 
a« they progressed down the aisle in dignified accord with the 
rolling of the wonderful organ. A few minutes more and they 
would be walking up Fifth Avenue and their dinners would be 
waiting. Then would come an afternoon of friendly inter- 
course, and recreation. Already they were drawing up their 
wraps, and girding up their thoughts for the next act of the 
day, and the sermon was a thing of the past. 

Not everyone, of course. A few simple worshippers " hid 
all these things in their hearts '' and went away to remember. 
There are always a few. 

Down by the door Marjorie Horliss-Cole paused to ©peak to 
a girl friend: 

'^ Isn't he perfectly stunning ! '' said the friend. " Don't 
you love the way he combs his hair ? And wasn't that a darling 
sermon ? If sermons were all like that I wouldn't mind com- 
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ing to church oftener. I'm crazy fibout the way he looks 
straight at you when he's talkang. Wouldn't it be dandy to 
have a young minister with some life in him ? " 

Back by the altar Maxim Petrol lingered to speak to 
Horliss-Cole : 

" Say, Jim, tell him to cut out that rubbish about Sin. W% 
can't stand for any such antiquated rot as that. Tell him 
to give us something a little more modern, you know, with 
some punch to it, social service and that sort of stuff '^ 

Horliss-Cole nodded understandingly : 

*' I'll have a talk with him this afternoon," he said. ^ Of 
course he's young. It wouldn't do him any harm to taka 
some post-graduate work; in one of our broader institutionflw 
I'll suggest that later if it seems wise. Meantime, he's a 
personable young man, will fit in well socially. I guess he'll 
get by. What do you think? " 

''Oh, yes, hell do. Get him to preach up to modem 
thought and he'U be a prince. If s well to take them young 
and train them. Going to get in a game this afternoon, Jim ? " 

*' Well, yes, I thought I would. See you up at the links." 

Patiy, seated beside Miss Cole in the limousine, with her 
thoughts on what she had just heard, suddenly became awaiv 
that she had been spoken to. 

*' I said that young man was no saphead ! " stated Miss 
Cole over again. 

*'0h, no!" said Patty rousing to a polite enthusiasm. 
*' That was a fine sermon, wasn't it ? " 

'' H'm ! P'fine I '' sniffed Miss Cole significantly. 

Patty laughed : 

" I mean — it was the real thing, wasn't it? I never quite 
heard anything like it. It set me to thinking." 

*' I suspect that was what it was meant to do ! " said Miss 
Cole grimly. '* I guess it set a good many to thinking ! " she 
chuckled with twinkling mirth, '' He didn't know how near 
the mark he was coming sometimes. It was as good as a play 
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to see all their pet Bins brought out. It certainly did make 
6ome of them squirm. Didn't you notice Mrs. Peter Pancoast's 
neck was as red as fire. Her daughter's been divorced three 
times and is about to marry a fourth.'* 

'^ Oh," gasped Patty, '^ I was thinking of myself, I guess." 

^* You, child ! You haven't any sins alongside the rest of 
us I " said Miss Cole with a sudden wistful look at the soft 
pink cheek and delicate earnest profile next her. 

^' But for knowing the human heart that young man cer- 
tainly is a past master 1 " she went on, '^ He must have had 
a good mother I " 

She looked keenly, significantly at Patiy, but Patty only 
smiled sadly, reminiscently, and said ''Yes," with an inde- 
scribable little shrinking motion as if some old wound had been 
touched, and Miss Cole said no more. But Patiy went back 
home to search the Horliss-Cole libraries for a Bible. 

She found one at last in the back comer of Miss Cole's 
sitting-room bookcase, behind a row of old liovels, a little 
queer old-fasihioned fat one with rusty gild edges and a 
faded inscription: 

^ To Sylvia from her Sunday School teacher as a reward 
for reciting the ten commandments perfectly." She sat by 
her own room window reading it earnestly when Miss Cole 
came to the door late in the afternoon to suggest that they go 
down to the library for tea with the family, but when she 
caught sight of the Kttle book, and saw the absorption of the 
girl in its pages she beat a hasty retreat. 

As it happened Horliss-Cole chose to take his tea with the 
young minister alone in his den, where aa admonitory talk 
would be more private, and so Miss Cole's plans would have 
missed fire in any case. 

'' We like," said Horliss-Cole settling back in his deep air- 
cushioned chair and sipping his tea delicately, ''we like a 
conservative style of preaching in our church. Not that we 
lean too far to modern ideas. They are apt to be overdrawn, 
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as all new thinge are. Now^ the Sermon on the Mount 
ie a good pattern. Give ns plenty of that and we shall 
be satisfied ! '^ 

Mr. Horliss-Cole was tall and thin, with a tall, smug, 
gray face and a cold blue eye. He had long delicate fingers, 
and when he talked, particularly when he was giving a delicate 
hint which was really intended for a command, he always 
leaned his elbows on the arms of his deep chair, braced his 
thumbs together, and then tapped the tips of the three middle 
long thin fingers of each hand on one another, punctuating 
his sentences thereby. In this instance he had set down his 
Sevres cup on the carved teakwood stand and was elaborating 
bis sentences by measured taps as usual. 

John Treeves, his own cup still untasted, watched him 
curiously with a growing understanding and a slow narrowing 
of his eyes. What was this old hypocrite about anyway ? That 
was J involuntary question Z came to his ^^d inun. 
diately. The Sermon on the Mount! That began with 
the blesseds. What was the old fellow trying to get at? It 
was evident he had not liked the morning discourse, but 
thought there was hope. It all amused John Treeves very 
much, for he wasn^t caring a picayune whether the New York 
church called him or not. He was waiting to be called by God, 
and until then he preached wherever he was sent. 

" Our people are interested in social service ^' went on 

Horliss-Cole in his cool, oily voice after a dignified pause; 
and then paused again to let that soak in. 

Other verses from the Sermon on the Mount were coming 
to John Treeves now. Ah 1 " Let your light so shine before 
men that they may see your good works t '* Was that the idea 
John Treeves wondered thoughtfully, nodding to signify to 
Horliss-Cole that he was listening. 

" Many of our most influential members are interested in 
corporations and large operations that employ thousands of 
men-laborers ^^ the long fingers tapped each other emphati- 
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cally to call attention to the prominence of the people men- 
jdoned. "There are sugar, oil, manufacturing interests of many 
sorts, and all of them have large plants which involve many 
problems of the poor. There, for instance, is the housing prob- 
lem, the educational problem, educating the children of these 
workmen, teaching the workmen and their families to live eco- 
nomically, teaching them sanitary laws and rules of health, 
helping the young people to get ready to support themselves, all 
these questions are most vital and interesting, and should de- 
mand the keenest attention from the church to-day. It is the 
one great solution for all the turmoil that the war has left us. 
It is the one great meaning of Christianity to make better citi- 
zens and better workmen. Then, of course, there is the question 
of proper amusement and uplift. Our women have been most 
zealous about providing occasional concerts and lectures for 
the working people during their noon hours. Some of our 
best women have actually gone down to the plaot themselves 
and sung or played, and endeavored to understand the working 
girl and bring culture down to her. It has been most praise- 
worthy and satisfactory 1 Perhaps you have seen the 

accounts in the papers ^* 

The rest of the verse was coming to John Treeves now — 
" that they may see your good works AND GLOEIFY YOUB 
FATHEB WHICH IS IS HEAVEN.^^ 

The attention that John Treeves seemed to be giving to 
Horiiss-Cole was most flattering. He cleared his throat and 
decided that the task of making over this young pulpit giant 
was going to be easier than he had anticipated. Next week, 
if all went well, he would broach the subject of a course of 
study somewhere ! 

" Give them the Sermon on the Mount 1 That is the gospel 
they want 1^' he continued. 

**I believe you have an interesting plant yourself, Mr. 
Horliss-Cole. IVe heard a good deal about it since Fve been 
in New York. It is located out of the city, is it not? '^ 
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The adroitness with which the question was asked would 
have gained the admiration of any of Mr. Horliss-Cole's 
acquaintanees, for " The Plant *' was the one absorbing inter- 
est of his life, and when it was mentioned all other subjects 
faded into complete obscurity. For he was the plant. Had 
he not made it? Was it not the outgrowth of his own indus- 
try and cunning, the work of his hand and heart? Not even 
his wife and children, nor yet his bank account, meant as much 
to Mr. Horliss-Cole as that plant, for it was at once the epitome 
of his own industry and his farsightedness, and of what he 
liked to call generosity. He liked to tell men about it and 
have them praise hinu He told John Treeves about it now 
and swelled with pride. Treeves narrowed his eyes in that 
attractive speculating sort of way he had and said: 

** I should like to see if 

Then Mr. Horliss-Cole completely forgot that he had beea 
delivering an adroit reproof to a young and inexperienced 
minister and had been getting on very weU with his suggestions 
for next Sunday^s sermon, and began to talk about himself. 
He told about the houses he had built for his men, how he 
insisted on their all keeping the grass cut or turning them out 
of the house if they neglected it. How the hospital was all 
white tiled and there was a rest room for the girls and a library. 
He neglected to say that these were kept in applepie order and 
used exclusively by the guests who drove out by automobile to 
view the wonders of The Plant, but that was not generally 
known. Perhaps he had even forgotten the fact himself. The 
rooms of course were ostensibly for the girls of The Plant, 
and as such continually in the limelight They masqueraded 
as among the very first of such recreation rooms to be estalH 
lished in plants of that sort. 

Horliss-Cole did not return to the Sermon on the Mount 
He talked a long time about The Plant, finding it more and 
more necessary because of that steady, narrowing gaze of 
attention and mterest to make known little details of good 
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works that he himself had thrown in here and there. He 
did not want to stop until he was sure he had made an impres- 
sion; and that yonng upstart of a preacher just would not 
look impressed. Whatever he might think he sat and held his 
opinion in reserve, only saying again quietly: **I should cer- 
tainly like to see it 1 '' 

And so after all Horliss-CJole did not get back to the Ser- 
mon on the Mount at all that evening, but promised to take 
John Treeves out to see The Plant the next day. 

And at last, free to follow his own thoughts at the dose of 
the day, John Treeves sat in his stately bedchamber overlook- 
ing Fifth Avenue aud pondered over a face, one face he had 
seen in his audience that mooming, the face with the listening 
eyes that had helped him to preach. The face of the girl 
who looked so like his friend of long ago. Somehow he must 
get acquainted with that girl and see if she knew Fatfy 
Merrill I Perhaps she was a relative. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

Monday morning Patiy had promised to take some things 
to the dressmaker for Miss Cole, who was to call for her in the 
car at eleven. She was glad of the opportunity to get away 
from the house as well as to get in a bit of shopping, for she 
wanted to buy a Bible of her own. In spite of her intensive 
course in Bible for one year at school she found it most difficult 
to locate anything in Miss Cole^s fine print, faded, old book, 
and besides, she wanted one which she could feel free to mark, 
that the verses might come to her like old friends whenever 
she opened the pages. It was difficult enough to find them in 
the first place without losing them every time. It seemed 
somehow that this would be coming in touch again with those 
precious friends of that dear sunmier long ago. And John 
Treeves had quoted such wonderful things which he said were 
promises of Gk>d. It did not seem as if they could really 
be true. She felt as if she must search until she had located 
each one of them and made them hers personally. It was like 
finding a hidden treasure put away in the -attic in old chests. 
It was exciting and wonderful ! 

So she slipped out early from a servants' entrance, before 
the household were astir, being most wary, for her experience 
of Saturday had taught her that the guest did not easily fall 
into the indolent habits of the household, and might be about 
even earlier than she was. 

At half-^ast ten HorHss-Cole called his sister on her 
room 'phone: 

" Are you going to use your car this morning, Sylvia? '* 

*^ Why, yes, I have to go to the dressmaker's. Why, did 
you want it?" 

" Well, both my cars seem to be out of commission this 
morning. The Sedan is out for repairs, and the other has 
222 
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deyeloped something the matter with its engine, so Phillips 
eays. Eatharine wants to nse the touring ear to take a lot 
of women to something, and I promised to take that young 
minister omt to The Plant. Besides, Marjorie has got it in her 
head that she wants to go along, and I thought you might enjoy 
the ride. It's a nice bright day— ^ — 1 '* 

That was one nice thing about Horliss-Cole, he had never 
forgotten the days when they were both little and his sister 
used to sacrifice all sorts of things for him. 

*^Why, yes, I'd like to go,'' answered Sylvia Cole hesi- 
tatingly, **but I have to go to the dressmaker's, and there's 
Edith — I sent her up with some material and promised to call 
for her at eleven ^" 

If it had been any other of the employees of the Horliss- 
Cole household the head of the house would have promptly 
suggested telephoning her to return the way she had gone, but 
Edith Fisher was such a quiet, comfortable adjunct to the 
household. He liked Edith. She was never obtrusive, 
always ready to help, always quiet and well behaved — a pretty 
little thing. A handy person to have around saving all trouble 
about wraps and cushions. 

"That's all right, take Edith along. There's plenty of 
room in the car. She can sit with the chauffeur. How soonll 
you be ready?" 

Miss Cole considered. She didn't relish having her little 
companion seated with the chauffeur, but of course that was 
the only way it could be done, and after all, what matter! 
The child might not like going and she wasn't altogether sure 
it was exactly square to her to take her unawares in this way, 
but she had not seemed to mind the church service yesterday; 
in fact, had looked very happy ever since, so perhaps she was 
getting over her extreme offishness about that young man, and 
anyhow she couldn't resist trying the experiment and seeing 
what it would do to him. It wasn't her arrangement, and 
there didn't seem any way out of it. Of course, after she had 
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thought it over, if she felt it wasn't being quite loyal to the 
girl she could still telephone and explain the case. So she 
told her brother she would be ready in ten minutes, and the 
matter was settled. Then Miss Cole had all she could do to 
get ready and there was no time to telephone, so that waft 
settled, too. 

She was quite reliered somehow when she went down to the 
car to find the young minister was not in it, although Marjorie 
did not seem to be so pleased about it. It appeared that he 
had gone on to visit a poor family living in a tiny apartment 
away up town. They were relatives of a comrade of his who 
fell in the war. 

" Very decent of him, of course,'* commented Horliss-Cole. 
^' I told him w© would pick him up. I don't think he at all 
realizes what sort of a neighborhood he is going into, not at all 
the kind of people he will care to cultivate, of course, but then 
a minister is peculiarly situated. Of course he will realize 
later that he cannot keep up odds and ends of acquaintances 
that way." 

Miss Cole was rather relieved than otherwise, it seemed 
00 much less like a plot against her little girl, and when 
Patty came out she quite naturally took the seat with the 
chauffeur, for it had happened a number of times before that 
Miss Cole and her brother had taken friends out and that 
had always been her seat. She did not mind it at all, for the 
chauffeur was perfectly respectful, and it was fun riding in 
front. She was not a member of the family nor a guest, and 
this was her business position, why should she care ? The day 
seemed blithe and gay and she was glad she was going to have 
a long ride. For company she would have her own thoughts 
and the wonderful sermon of yesterday to ponder upon. Did 
GU)d really care like that for individuals ? Why, it was all that 
she had hungered for her mother to be ! 

Patty was not taking much heed as they went on into the 
narrower streets among the looming new apartments with 



THE TRYST 226 

cheapness written over their very sidewalks, where swanned 
flocks of little children already fending for themselves. But 
when they stopped before the dingiest of the lot the chanflPeur, 
scanning the numbers carefully, and getting out to disappear 
within, she was a bit surprised. It was not the way of the 
Horliss-Cole^s to be getting service from small individuals this 
way. They usually dealt with large employment places when 
they needed extra help. Of course it might be some fine 
embroidery or fiomething of the sort. Mrs. Horliss-Cole had 
ways that were never foretellable. But when presently the 
chauffeur returned with John Treeves in his wake, Patty caught 
her breath and the color stole hastily up behind her ears and 
over the roundness of her cheeks. Miss Cole saw it and felt 
condemned, but satisfied. The child hadn^t forgotten him 
yet, anyway. Then she turned her attention to the young man. 

John Treeves evidently did not notice Patty until he was 
seated in the car just behind the chauffeur, where he had an 
excellent view of her sidef ace. By that time Patty had fidl 
command of her features, however, and the soft, lovely color 
which suffused her cheek might easily have been caused by tho 
crisp morning air. Miss Cole saw him almost start as he 
looked at the girl, and pause in his speech to Marjorie; then 
instantly controlling his expression, he dropped easily into 
conversation once more, but from her vantage point behind 
Marjorie she could see that he cast furtive glances quite often 
at the front seat. 

Patty^s little gray duvetyne shoulders sat erectly indiffer- 
ent, and her head was not turned a hair's breadth toward the 
back seat. She was as apart from the people behind her as if 
she had been riding in a cay of her own. And yet somehow 
there was always that about her that would not let her seem 
Hke a servant even to the casual observer. 

Patty was glad; glad that she was not back there with 
them. She could not have controlled her eyes. They would 
have wandered and told tales of her identity, she was sura 
15 






2M THE TRYST 

It wat la Qie eje» irfiere people really lived and looked 
cud she wu Boie he could not h&re looted into her eyes 
ftt close range witfaoat recognizijig her, as she could not 
looked into his without knowing him ; no, not if it had 
many more years. 8he would not have troeted herself to '. 
herself oat of her eyes for long in his presence. Bat < 
back can be a closed door and Patty locked hets and bolte 

Uarjorie Horlise-Cole was chattering away with more 
her usual fervor, Patty thonght, and Joiba Treeves aaan 
her interestedly. They seemed to have a basis of frieDdl 
that waa nuHre iatimate than Fat^ would have ever ezpi 
between those two. It hurt her a little until Ae realized tl: 
had no business to hurt her, and then she resolutely put i1 
of her thoughts and tried to enjoy the day ; but in spite of 
self she was keenly c(»iscious of all that was said iu the bai 
the car, and of the eyes that were upon bei more tiian ol 
beauties of the day. 

They turned downward toward the river again and 
it in sight like a silver ribbon tied about the spaiUe ol 
day, until they wound out into the open eoimtiy and can 
length to the knot of buildings feathered wit^ tall pit 
of smoking chimneys, set close beside the water and n< 
about with rows upon rows of small tiny bouses, as like as 
in many pods, neat and clean and efficient looking as an i 
bator, reminding one that the details of life were reduce 
the minimum and energy husbanded on a large scaler 

KorlisB-Cole, suddenly roused from a seeming api 
began to talk eagerly: 

Those were the offices in the wide building in the ce: 
to tho right was the social club and boepital, to the left 
factories, beyond the hotel, then the housings and tiie scl 
Ho indicated the aisles of little gray one-story shacks, t 
and miles of them, it seemed to Treeves, as be looked dowi 
vistas and tried to fancy hving in one with a family of b 
or tea. " Bungalows," their perpetrator celled them. \ 
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had no more resemblance to the little cottage at the end of the 
home street than a dandelion has to a chrysanthemum. It 
made him heartsick to think of them in comparison. He 
glanced around the little company quickly for sympathy in his 
thought. Horliss-Cole was complacent; his sister wore an 
inscrutable look, watching him narrowly with a grim, half- 
mirthful twist of one comer of her mouth; Marjorie was 
utterly indifferent, not considering the familiar shanties any 
more than if they had been the grains of sand under her 
expensive little shoe ; the chauffeur sat with eyes ahead, seeing 
nothing as good chauffeurs should. Instinctively his eyes 
sought Patty^s face, and he caught the echo of his own thought 
there, compassion and a longing to change it. He had some- 
how known that face would look like that. She lifted her eyes 
coolly, unseeingly, and glanced beyond the Hudson, and he 
turned quickly away. If that was not Patty he had no right 
to be looking at her, and every evidence seemed to point that 
way, except his inner consciousness, which cried out to insist 
that she look at him and be herself. 

His eyes went beyond the Hudson to the bluffs and hills 
shining in the cold sunlight, and then back to the river's edge, 
which was cluttered and bordered with warehouses and fac- 
tories. The car, at the owner's bidding, rolled down one of 
the broader ways between the large buildings till it stood on 
a small pier. There was a bit of an artificial bay cut into the 
land just here, surrounded by buildings on the tiiree sides, 
making a hollow square of water wide enough across for two 
large vessels to enter and dock without interference. Mr. 
Horliss-Cole had just given it to be xmderstood that all the 
buildings on both sides of the little inlet belonged to The Plant 
and were constantly taxed to their utmost capacity. The 
great open doorways yawned from floor to ceiling in each story, 
each with an immense floor space behind, and windows at 
the back through which the sunshine blared and showed in 
some hurrying workers going about with large parts of auto- 



«8 THE TRYST 

mobiles working like & hiTe of bees. In the witiehoiiaeB jmt 
opposite the Horii2&-C<^ car the doors were all oipGi vidB» 
and the floors empty. A block and tackle, swaying idly from 
the peak of the roof, seemed bat just set free fnMn labcxr, 
and a steamer plowing away a few rods down the river with 
'^ a conring silTery wake showed where the mju^hinfft had gone 
that had filled the vacant floors. The city in the distance 
down the riyer, with its many tall shafts and chimneys belch- 
ing smoke against a cold bri^t December sky^ typified the 
world where the machines were going to be snatched up by 
the eager purchasers and whirled through space for bnsineas 
or for pleasure. John Treeres w<mdered what it all amounted 
to anyway? To make more machines for more people to 
(Struggle and buy, to catch up with the great mad procession 
of the world struggling to get all out of life that was in it — ^Ah ! 
Why would they not see? Why must so many be blind? A 
great ache came into his soul to cry out a message that would 
be heaid^ a message that it was not all of life to do these 
things, that they were starving their souls and starving 
iheir brothers 1 

But into the midst of his cogitations came Horliss-Gole'a 
oily satisfied voice: 

^ Now, well get out here and I will show you the points 
of interest. Marjorie, do you care to come ? Sister, I suppose 
you would rather sit in the car, you've seen it all so 
many times/' 

Edith Fisher was ignored, much to her own content. She 
sat quietly watching the steamer move down the river like 
a sloppy old fat woman in a shawl with a basket, kicking her 
feet out behind as she walked. Then her eyes came back to 
the warehouses across the stretch of water. The sun was in 
such a position that every big window was lit up with bright- 
ness, and it looked like a house of glass. It was the warehouse 
next to the river end and built with a view to showing ofiE the 
finished machines that were ready for transportation. A great 
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electric arch spanned the hollow square of water from ware- 
house to pier with HOELISS-COLE in immense letters that 
blazed at night for miles, and were easily readable by day. 
Everybody knew Horliss-Cole. How strange that she, Patty 
MerriU, should have happened to drop down into this family 
and take a temporary root I And yet did anything just happen 
in this world ? How strange that she should also have ^* hap- 
pened ^* here on this old friend whom she had not seen for years^ 
and under euch ciroumstanoes that she must remain a stranger 
to him! 



I 



CHAPTER XXIV 

On the ground floor of the warehouse across from her 
Patty could see the head and shoulders of a young girl about 
her own age sitting at a typewriter making her Angers fly 
like lightning. ITow and then the pages would come out and 
a fresh page go in, and the girPs fingers flew on. Patty grew 
interested, wondering what kind of a girl this was and whether 
she lived in one of those funny little houses back there, or went 
back and forth from New York every day when her work was 
done. She was a slender little thing with delicate shoulders 
and her hair arranged carefully. It was hard to tell at sudi 
a distance, but she seemed to be very pretty. Once she came 
to the window and pushed up the sash a little way and dropped 
a bit of paper out into the water. It floated away down the 
stream and followed the wake of the steamer, which was only 
a speck in the distance now. 

Miss Sylvia sat quite still in the back of the car and 
watched Patty. Patty did not turn around to talk because 
she dreaded the look in Miss Cole's eyes, and Miss Cole did 
not speak because she rather dreaded the reproach in Patty's 
eyes and voice. In fact, she had almost repented her of her 
treachery. It was a shabby trick to play the girl to bring 
her out and cage her in front of a young man whom she evi- 
dently admired and would not recognize, to listen to his talk- 
ing with another girl who all too evidently admired him. Miss 
Cole was cross with herself and was trying to plan some way to 
atone. Presently a young man came out from the office, put- 
ting on a shabby coat as he came. He had great dark eyes 
and hair of a Michael Angelo drawing, heavy and curling, 
over his forehead, though clipped close behiad as became an 
i^erican. He came respectfully up to the car, giving a paa&- 
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ing admiration to the beautiful girl in the front seat, but 
speaking to Miss Cole in a soft foreign accent : 

^^ Mr. Hor'-Cor' he ©ay you betta come in office. It too col' 
out here. He say come inside 1 '' He had wonderful teeth 
when he smiled and his smile was ravishing and confiding. 
Patty was interested in watching his face light up. 

^^ Thank you, Fd rather stay in the fresh air ! '' said Miss 
Cole crisply. 

The young messenger seemed troubled and lingered. 

*^ Yes — ^nica air — if you got good warm coat ! I, myself, 
feel not cold. But lady sit still! Get cold! Get| sick! 
Mr. Hor*-Cor* he say come in ! '* 

*^ Well, I'm not coming in ! '' snapped Miss Cole decidedly. 
^ Who are you ? Are you one of the workmen ? ^ 

The young man smiled complacently. 

" I am Angelo. Yes, I work. Big building back this one. 
I work good, hard. I get good wage. I have money in bank. 
Bime by nexta week I getta marry. My girl over there!'* 
He pointed across the water to the girl. ^^ See ! She see me ! " 
He lifted a shabby cap and waved to her. She fluttered a hand 
and dropped back to her work. *^ She nica girl. She work, 
I work. We make good money. We getta marry ! " 

*^ H'm ! Do you think that's wise till you have enough to 
keep her so she won't have to work?" 

He opened his large eyes wide : 

"My girl no work after she my wife. She keep house. 
She take a boarders, mebbe one, two, five, and we makka more 
mon'. We be rich some day and have a car ourselve." 

He smiled with anticipation, a real dreamer's smile. 

"Are you going to live in one of those little houses?" 
aaked Miss Cole curiously. " I don't see how you could keep 
boarders in one of those, they are so small. Have you bought 
your house?" 

" Oh, na, we go to live with my girl, her people ! Her 
father get leg eut off last month in belt, leth' belt catch. Woof ! 
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He go in ! No leg any more. He liot able to worruk hard any 
more. We live there and pay money. Ye8, ^e live second 
house that far row over where that man is walking. Eed 
flower in window. That^s how we tell house.'' 

"But, you couldn't all live there! And keep boardeiBy 
too!" said Miss Cole aghast **Why, how many rooms do 
they have?" 

" Four room ! " he answered proudly. *' One room, me an' 
my vsdfe." He spoke the word with tenderness, numbering on 
his fingers. " One room my girl's moth' and f ath'. One room 
kitch' where we all eat, mange ! One room boarders sleep 1 " 
he finished triumphantly. "Big room boarders sleep, get 
eight bed in ! " 

" Mercy ! " 

Miss Cole's face was a study of horror, and the chauffeur 
wore a kindly superior smile of amusement, but the young 
Italian was not noticing. His pleasant smile had turned into 
a frown of anger as he watched a tall, thick-set man with a 
black mustache and dashing attire come whistling down the 
opposite edge of the wharf with his hands in his pockeia. 
He had the air of owning the place and being well pleased with 
himself. The slim, young, artistic hands of the Italian 
cliQched at his sides, and his jaw set in an ugly line. Miss 
Cole asked him some more questions and he turned and tried 
to answer, but it was evident his thoughts were all across the 
strip of water and his rage was at boiUng point 

He watched the heavy-set man stamp up the steps into the 
office where the girl sat pounding the typewriter. 

Patty kept her eyes on the little scene as if it were a 
moving picture. The girl looked up furtively as the man 
came in, and then bent closer to her work, turning her shoulder 
away from the door and appearing not to notice the entrance. 
The man went over to his desk and took up some papers, but 
kept turning and looking at the girl, who continued to write 
rapidly, nervously. 
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There was a little digression behind her and Patty per- 
ceived without turning around that Mr. Horliss-Cole, Marjorie 
and John Treeves had returned and were standing by the ear 
speaking to Angelo. John Treeves shook hands with the 
foreigner and spoke to him in his own language, telling him 
he had passed through Italy just a few months before. 
Angelo's face brightened for an instant and he tried to respond 
with his smile, but it was only half hearted, and his eyes 
returned their troubled gaze across to the warehouse. 

Patty wished the glass room was not so far away. She 
did not like the attitude of that man over there. He had 
come over by the girPs desk and was bending over her. Sud- 
denly the girl made a dive under his arm and stood away 
from him with her back against the wall, her whole attitude 
one of defiance. There appeared to be no one else but those 
two in the building. The man reached out his hand as if 
to grasp the girPs arm. 

Angelo quivered and started forward, gripping his hands : 

''My God! I kill dat boss some dayl^' they heard 
him murmur. 

The girl had darted across the wide floor to the foot of an 
unrailed stair that led straight up from floor to floor. The 
man sprang after and she hurled herself up the stairs. Their 
figures showed like tiny silhouettes against the background 
of the bright morning as they passed in front of the great 
windows, stair after stair, till they came to the top floor. 
The slender girl was gaining on the man who labored on 
behind with great passionate strides. The little group of 
watchers on the opposite shore were breathless, forgetting one 
another in the scene before them, it all passed so rapidly. 
No one had noticed the noon whistle that summoned the men 
in swarms from the building like black ants streaming away 
for their dinners. Some lingered about the Big Boss's car 
watching also. No one had seen Angelo disappear or noticed 
the circle of ripples on the edge of the water where his lithe 
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body had slipped in. His dark curls were too far under water 
to attract attention — ^for Angelo could swim and he had gone 
to save his girl ! 

The girl staggered to the top, half a flight above her pur- 
suer, but did not pause even to glance back. She whirled 
about the top of the stair and flung herself forward toward 
the great open door at the front, where the iron hook from the 
block and tackle dangled, swaying lightly just shoulder high. 
Her pace quickened as she came, her purpose all too plain. 
With outstretched hands she sprang for the rope, caught it for 
a second, but could not cling. With a sharp scream of terror 
it slipped from her fingers, and the ugly hook by some twist of 
the rope struck her full in the face and knocked her down 
limp and senseless into the water. 

It all happened so quickly, so unexpectedly, that no one 
had the sense to do anything to stop the tragedy, and only 
John Treeves seemed alive to the fact that it was not yet 
over. He dashed his hat and coat from him as he ran and 
sprang into the water, making splendid strokes toward the spot 
where the girl had gone down. On the opposite wharf a dark 
wet figure like a black spider was rapidly climbing up a slip- 
pery way, and presently slid around by the back door and 
entered the building, but lio one saw nor cared, for every eye 
was riveted now on the high open doorway where the girl's 
pursuer had just staggered panting up and stood looking down 
in a daze for a moment. 

Suddenly, out from the group by the car there hissed a 
bullet, so close to Patty's ear that she thought at first it had 
touched her. The next instant the man at the open door threw 
up his hands and dropped, huddled together on the very edge 
of the threshold, one arm and a foot dangling over. A great 
cry went up from the crowd that suddenly surged around 
everjrwhere. Many started to run around tiie end of the inlet 
which was quite a distance, and one or two jumped into the 
water. No one seemed to have any definite idea of where th« 
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bullet had come from except Patty, who had a distinct remem- 
brance of eyes like Angelo's and a face that was different some- 
how from the Angelo who had just talked with them and 
smiled. She did not mention Angelo, however, only saying, 
" It was a man who stood just here by the machine/' 

^^Oh, it was that dago all right!'' said the chauffeur, 
unbent from his servile silence. ^^ I heard him say he was 
going to kill him. These foreigners all go armed, and they 
haven't a bit of sense. Now he'll have to swing for it, and 
what has he gained ? " 

*^ Well, I think he was thoroughly justified ! " declared 
Miss Cole excitedly. *^ James, I don't see why you don't do 
something about a state of things like this! You oughtn't 
to have a man around that needed killing." 

**Well, I don't see any sense in Mr. Treeves getting all 
soaked on a day like this for a silly girl who wanted to commit 
suicide," pouted Marjorie. ** Of course it was perfectly splen- 
did of him. Papa, I don't see why you don't send a boat out 
after him." 

Everything was confusion for a few minutes and nobody 
listened to anybody else. Mr. Horliss-Cole, his face white and 
stem, stood on the steps of the main oflBce and gave directions 
to which nobody paid the slightest heed. Men hurried here 
and there excitedly, giving other directions, and shouting wild 
speculative opinions. 

The girl had gone down twice before John Treeves reached 
her side and started back with her to shore. 

^^ Oh, he is bringing her over here ! " said Marjorie turning 
her head away. *^ Hew horrid! I hate dead people. Couldn't 
we drive around the other end of the building ? " But nobody 
paid any attention to her, and John Treeves, with eager hands 
to help now, brought his burden on and laid her down only a 
few feet from the car. Some one brought the robes from 
the car and covered her and Treeves with several others began 
working over her, A boy started a fire of bits of wood and 
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the smoke of it puffed over across the car and came in their 
eyes much to Marjorie^s discontent. Miss Cole sat up alertly 
and wanted to get ont and go and help, but was restrained : 

*^ For mercy's sake, Aunt Sil, she's only a poor stenog- 
rapher, don't worry yourself. Let's get out of here as quick 
as we can. Somebody go tell Mr. Treeves to hurry up. He'll 
catch his death of cold. He better get into a fur robe and 
get home as quick as possible." 

But John Treeves was not worrying about his health. He 
had not been through the war for nothing. A little wet and 
a little cold did not trouble him. He was working with all the 
skill at his conmiand to bring life back to the pale girl and 
he paid no attention to the messenger from Marjorie. 

Someone had gathered up the man who had been shot and 
put him on a stretcher. They were taking him to the immacu- 
late hospital. The report went around that he was not dead, 
but shot through the head somewhere, probably fatally. They 
were bringing Angelo in haodcuffs, all dripping, with miser- 
able eyes searching the wharf for his girl. He was shivering 
but he did not notice it. His heavy hair hung down over his 
forehead in a great silken wave. They brought him over to 
where the girl lay and he knelt down all manacled as he 
was and kissed the hem of her sodden blue serge skirt and wept 
aloud. He did not realize that they had taken him for a 
murderer, nor care. He only minded the handcuffs because 
they held him from his girl. 

Mr. Horliss-Cole had finally succeeded in getting in touch 
with his foreman and giving directions that there seemed 
some likelihood of being obeyed. He came over to the car 
now and climbed in, looking white and old, like a child 
who has broken its dolL This would look badly in the papers. 
He had always been so proud of the record of his plant. 
No TOWS or strikes. No scandals. All praise and pictures 
of his hospital. 
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When he found that John Treeves was still working over 
tiie girl he climbed out again and went over to him. 

^* She's alive ! '' said Treeves lifting a glorified face. '^ I 
thought weM beftter just put her right in your car and take 
her to her home. Her people want her.*' 

Horliss-Cole stiffened: 

" The hospital is for such cases ! '* he began in a digni- 
fied tone. 

" Yes, I know/' said the young minister half impatiently, 
'^ but the brother is here and he is quite set against her going 
to the hospital, says his mother wants her at home and can 
take care of her. I think it would be better on the whole. She 
spoke just now herself and -said ' Home.' Now if you will 
stand aside we'll carry her over to the car. I think 
we can make her quite comfortable without disturbing 
your sister ^" 

Mr. Horliss-Cole stood aside in dismay and watched while 
th. young minister in his clinging wet garmente lifted the 
slender body in his strong arms and bore her swiftly to the car. 

Marjorie Horliss-Cole stood back aghast, holding her dress 
away from the dripping hair of the girl and murmuring quite 
loud : ^^ Why, the very idea ! In our car I " 

*^ Now, if you will drive quickly, please," he said to the 
chauffeur in that tone of command that was usually obeyed. 
^^They said it was the fifth house in the second row, just 
beyond the oflBce buildings." 

The chauffeur with an inscrutable look cast a furtive eye at 
Horliss-Cole and started the car. 

John Treeves inclined his head slightly back toward 
Miss Cole: 

^^ I hope this delay won't inconvenience you, Miss Cole," 
he said gently. ^^ It seemed to be a matter of life and death 
to get her quickly to her home. This was the only way." 

" Of course I " said Miss Cole with a surprising amount of 
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satisfaction in her tone. Then she took the robe from her lap 
and wrapped it around the minister's shonlders. 

He smiled back : 

'^ Thank you, but don't worry about me, Fve been colder 
and wetter thau this many a time in Prance and it never hurt 
me a mite/' 

** H'm ! " was all Miss Cole said, but she glanced keenly 
at Patty. For Patty had turned and taken one of the limp 
white hands of the stranger girl, and was chafing it softly 
beftween her own warm pink palms and then she drew her 
warm glove on one little limp hand and worked with the other. 
John Treeves said nothing, but he gave one swift, grateful 
glance iuto the girl's eyes and then dropped his glance respect- 
fully. Patty felt as if somehow all the ache and sorrow of 
their estrangement had somehow been healed in spirit with 
that glance. 

They stopped before one of the tiny gray and white shanties 
and the old mother with a curious arrangement of tiny plaid 
shawl upon her head came out to meet them with tears upon 
her cheeks. Her brother stood holding the door wide open, 
and two little sisters and a small brother crowded behind their 
mother's akirt all with a piteous, woebegone expression on 
their faces. 

Treeves was not gone long. He came out with a troubled 
look in his eyes: 

*^ 111 go back to the place where I left my coat and hat, 
and then I'll not trouble you any more," he said with a com- 
prehensive smile that took in Patty's back. She felt it. But 
when he explained to Mr. Horliss-Cole that he was sorry not 
to be able to go back with them, but he had promised the 
mother of the girl to hunt up the young man and take a 
message to him, that gentleman raised his eyebrows in a way 
that showed he also was used to being obeyed and said coldly : 

" That is quite unnecessary, Mr. Treeves. There are plenty 
of people here to carry messages, and I scarcely think the 
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fellow deserves any messages. He has made ns a great deal 
of trouble and notoriety imnecessarily/' 

'^I hope you can get him out on bail/' said Treeves 
anxiously. " It seems almost a matter of life and death with 
the girL She is calling for him. They are soon to be married." 

" That is quite impossible, Mr. Treeves/' said Horliss-CJole 
stiffly, f reezingly, in fact. '' You must remember he is prob- 
ably a murderer by this time and must not be allowed to be 
at large. We should have all our discipline upset and murders 
in every quarter of the settlement if we allowed him to go free 
after what he has done.'' 

" Patty half opened her mouth with a little quick gasp 
and turned to speak, then remembered who she was, and 
thought better of it. If she had aught to say that would 
have weight this was not the place nor time to say it. She 
must wait and think. 

** Get in, please," said Horliss-Cole commandingly. " It 
is getting late and I must be at Wall Street before closing 
time." The tone said that the minister had delayed serious 
matters for trivial ones, but John Treeves stood back with a 
quick, graceful movement and bowed: 

"I beg your pardon, I won't delay you any longer. I 
must go back to that cottage again ! " and before anyone could 
say a word he had swung off at his long soldier's stride down 
the street, shaking back his wet hair and placing his hat 
on his head. 

The back of the chauffeur's neck indicated amusement to 
Miss Cole's keen eyes that twinkled with sympathy. Mjr. 
Horliss-Cole climbed solemnly, offendedly into his car, and 
gave the word to go, but Marjorie pouted and rebelled openly : 

^^I think it is horrid. Papa, to leave him that way all 
wet. He'll get pneumonia, and then what will his old unde 
say ? I don't see why you couldn't let that poor man go, Papa. 
He had nice eyes, and you know if you would order them to 
let him free they would." 
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My dear, we do not let our eriminal classes roam at large 
because they have nice eyes/' said her father dryly, " and you 
do not know what you are talking about. This young for- 
eigner had a grudge against the man he shot and has been 
heard to threaten to kill him before this. It seems the girl 
was quite nice looking and the foreman had taken a fancy to 
her ; the Italian was merely jealous.*' 

" Well, he had a right to be ! '' said his sister. " They 
were going to be married next week. He told me all about it. 
He talked very nicely. I was quite interested in him,'' 

" My dear Sylvia," said Horlissr-Cole in that condescending 
tone that often drove his sister to Florida in winter or the 
mountains in summer. "You really don't know what you 
are talking about. I have had experience with these for- 
eigners. They are all a bad lot and live like pigs. They can 
talk, of course. They are temperamental, and know how to 
work on the sympathies. But you should see how they live. 
The girl would have been better off in the ofl5ce making her 
good pay than married to him to slave her days away keeping 
house I Now, let us drop this subject, I have been disturbed 
enough. I do not wish to hear any more about it." 

Late that afternoon, in the hour before dinner, when Patty 
knew that Mr. Horliss-Cole was usually in the library and 
comparatively unoccupied, she tapped at his door. 

" Ah 1 Miss Fisher ? " he said pleasantly as she entered. 
^ You bring a message from my sister? " 

' No, sir," answered Patly lifting brave eyes to the cold 
blue ones. '^ I came on my own account. I thought I ought to 
tell you something that perhaps you do not know, about what 
happened this morning. It may not be of importance, but I 
didn't feel it right to keep still about it, and I'm not sure 
anyone else noticed it." 

" What is it? " The words were uninviting. Patty could 
Bee his annoyance rising. 

*' Mr. Eorliss-Cole, that shot was not fired from the other 
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side of the water, it came from our side, just behind where I 
was sitting. The man who fired was crouched below the car 
door on the right, with his foot on the running board, and the 
bullet hissed so close to my ear that I almost felt it graze 
the sMn. I put my hand up to my ear and saw the man dis- 
appearing and hiding the revolver under his sweater. He 
was a man in a red sweater, with dark hair and big eyes/' 

" Angelo has big eyes and dark hair,'* said the gentleman 
ofEendingly. '^What became of the man you saw?'* 

*^ I cannot tell,'' said Patty aoxiously. ^' I was too excited. 
I think he rolled under the car and maybe got out at the 
back. There was such a crowd around just then that it was 
impossible to see, and it all startled me so that I didn't realize 
what had happened. Afterward I did not speak because I 
thought it best to tell you in private." 

** That was very wise, Miss Fisher, very wise. Tou need 
say iio more about the matter to anyone. Just forget it, 
please. Tou did quite right to come to me alone with it. 
That will be all!" And Horliss-Cole turned back to his 
evening paper and dismissed the matter from his xnind. 



CHAPTER XXV 

It had been a very annoying week. The foreman at The 
Plant had died and the papers were full of it There were 
hints of riot and red terror in every editorial that appeared 
on the subject, and it had kept Horliss-Cole busy to turn the 
notoriety into laurels for himself; but he had done it, and the 
end of the week found him complacently surveying the field 
and finding himself victor at every turn. There was no longer 
anything to worry about. The girl was recovering from her 
wetting, and going about her work again with hollow eyes and 
dark circles under them. She had been given money and she 
would say no more. She didn't dare. Her father had lost 
his leg in a leather belt, and had signed off for a small sum, 
not knowing any better, and who was to feed the family if she 
did not keep at it? Angelo was safely housed in jail at a dis- 
tance where she could not afford to go and see him. The 
money that he paid for his board was sorely missed. There 
was absolutely nothing else that Mary della Camera could do 
but go back to her work and say nothing. The owner of The 
Plant knew that if it became necessary to save talk, he could 
even get her to sign a paper for a trifling sum, saying that 
the foreman had never bothered her in any way and that 
she was not running away from him, but had determined to 
end her life because she was so imhappy. She was absolutely 
in his power, and he was content. He could now turn his mind 
to things of lesser importance, and among these latter was the 
young minister. 

He had been quite annoyed with him at the beginning of 
the week, but the yoimg man had not returned until a few 
minutes ago, and somehow the matter seemed to have cooled 
down in his mind« Nevertheless he determined to have tha.t 
talk with him cut once as it might have some influence on his 
242 
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sermon the next morning, and also, it might be as well to 
warn him against any reference to the occurrences at The 
Plant. It really would be good to get him interested at once 
in some kind of a course of study. It would use up that 
surplus energy of which he seemed to have such a store, and 
keep him doing strange erratic things. What a pity that such 
a brilliant young man should have such a tendency to meddle 
in matters that did not concern him. Well, he would have 
him in with a cup of tea, and give him a few more hints. It 
was only fair to himself and the congr^ation on the morrow. 

John Treeves said nothing more about The Plant or what 
had happened on Monday. He discoursed politely about the 
weather, the state of the country, the likelihood of a change 
in the policy of the administration at the next election, and 
the prospect before France and England. Somehow Horliss- 
Cole began to find it more and more difficult to get in what he 
had intended to say. At last he broke in upon a description 
of the appearance of Germany at the time of the Armistice, 
and put the matter baldly : 

*^ Mr. Treeves, I have been thinking about a suggestion I 
would like to make to you. Why wouldn't it be a good thing 
for you to take a little course of study here in one of our many 
fine institutions. There's Columbia, there's Union. Now 
I'd like to see you enter a post-graduate class in something at 
Union. They have big men there with advanced ideas. You 
said you had been out of Seminary during the war, and it 
would help to brush you up. Not that you seemed to need 
it, of course, only it will be hard for a young minister getting 
right into the work to keep up with the times without some 
such plan!" 

John Treeves narrowed his eyes and looked at his inter- 
locutor steadily, searchingly, amusedly: 

« Yes ? " he said at last lightly. '' Well, now that is an 
idea. I shall think about it, of course. And that reminds 
me, how far is the Library from here? Only a few blocks 
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down the avenue, isn't it ? I think I would have time to run 
down before dinner, would I not? There's a book I very 
much want to consult before to-morrow, if possible. A few 
statistics I waat to verify. If you'll excuse me I'U go at once." 
And John Treeves set down his untasted cup of tea and took 
himself gloriously away from what was meant to be a neat 
little taste of the Inquisition. 

He had spent tiie first four days of that week in New York 
gathering up data, much of the time among the men of the 
Horliss-Cole Plant. He had been by the bedside of the dying 
man as well as in the neat little home where the girl had been 
brought from her semi-drowning. Also, he had been much 
at the jail where the young mau Angelo was confined. He 
had entered into the lives of these people as one who was 
somehow related to them, and after the first few questionings, 
suspicious minutes when they stood aloof and eyed him as an 
intruder, they ha& opened their hearts and put their trust 
upon him. It was wonderful how far he had gone into their 
lives and motives during those four days. Then he had 
betaken himself back to Maple Brook and walked to his tryst- 
ing place every day, where alone with the sky and his Gk)d he 
communed and asked counsel. No wonder that when he 
returned there was on his face a look that Moses might have 
worn when he came down from the Mount. Small wonder 
that Horliss-Cole had no chance with his platitudes that night. 

And Patty, with her new Bible, had spent a wonderful 
week. She had no excuse to offer that Sunday morning when 
Miss Cole quietly announced that they would again attend 
church. She was glad to go. 

^^ I wiU read the Sermon on the Mount," announced the 
young preacher, after the choix had subsided from a marvellous 
rendering of ^^ Unfold ye portals everlastiug." Then he pro- 
ceeded to make the Sermon on the Mount live in new vivid 
terms before the astonished listeners. The blesseds, read with 
the term '^ the happiness of " substituted, became a different 
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thing. The people who had all tiieir lives thought that pleas* 
lire and money and power had been the things to bring happi- 
ness, suddenly learned that spirits that were poor, heari» that 
hungered, lives that were persecuted, meekness, purity, right- 
eousness, were far more things to-be desired and sought after. 
It was startling the way he read it. Each man secretly resolved 
to go home and read that Sermon on the Mount over again, 
for it seemed that surely this young upstart of a preacher had 
put things into it that were not there. '^ Let your light so 

shine before men ^' began the clear, young voice, «jid 

Maxim Petrol began to bask contentedly. Ah, here was 
familiar ground. Now he could think of that last fat check to 
the hospital, and the memorial tablet he hid put up in the 

church to the boys who had fallen in the war. But- 1 

What was this ? He never knew that it read that way before : 
'' Let your light so shine THAT THEY MAY GLOEIPY 
YOJJB. FATHER! NOT YOU f No one had spoken those 
last two words*, yet the verse was so read that those words f ol- 
lowed, ringing in the earn as cl^rly as if they had been voioed. 

The minister read the first nineteen verses of the chapter, 
and the service proceeded with mufiic, prayer and collection. 
At last he stood up to preach : 

*^I will take my text from the twentieth verse of the 
Sermon on the Mount,^^ he announced. Maxim Petrol cast a 
glance of approbation toward Horliss-Cole and settled back 
comfortably. But Horliss-Cole was wary. This was a slippery 
young man. After reading like that what might he not do 
with the good old Sermon on the Mount that had served to 
curb so many flighty yomig preachers. 

" For I say unto you,^' thrilled out the words warningly, 
*^ that except your righteousness shall exceed the righteousness 
of the scribes and Pharisees, ye shall in no case enter into the 
Kingdom of Heaven ! ^' 

Social service! There was plenty of it in that sermon, 
but it was made most plain that it would not be a passport 
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to the Kingdom of Heaveai. Modem efficiencyy Amerifianifgn, 
social uplift^ all were put under the searchlight of God's eter- 
nal test Such servioey well intentionedy eflicient and of good 
results though it might be, was not an atonement for sin, 
could never take the place of rep^itance, and remission of sins. 

Then the service itself came in for examination* The 
yonng stranger had thoroughly possessed himsdf of the facts, 
and he did not hesitate to make them known. He had the 
statistics at his tongue's end. Did they know how many 
foreigners came into their city every year and what had 
become of them? Did they know how many of them had but 
vague ideas of the way to be saved and were losing what faith 
they had because of the inconsistent American Christians 
about th^n ? He made some of the self-satisfied church mem- 
bers very thoughtful as he faced them with their incon- 
sistencies. Then he told the story of a yoxmg foreigner who 
had been three years in jail for buying a stolen watch for 
five dollars. He took the watch to a jeweler to find out if he 
had been cheated and was promptly arrested. The man who 
sold it to him could not be foxmd and he was put in jaiL Three 
years lost out of a young man's life when he had been but 
five weeks in the new land, and had bright hopes of getting 
a good job and saving money till he could send for his girl to 
come over and marry him. And no one in the broad Christian 
land stepped forward to help him out of his awful situation. 

Somehow the congregation got interested in that young 
man. One or two solid old business men got out their hand- 
kerchiefs and wiped their glasses, and stirred uneasily in their 
pews. Horliss-Cole was most imcomfortable. There had been 
a case of that sort at The Plant and he had suppressed a small 
attejjipt to secure sympathy for the young man. 

The minister sketched the possibility of these strangers 
being tried innocently for murder, and for other crimes of 
which they were innocent, and he had the colossal nerve to 
suggest to that noble congregation that it was their privilege-^ 
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THEIE DXTTT— to be friends and brothers to those common 
foreigners who came across the sea to earn their living I It was 
not enough that they employed them and paid them a fair 
wage, not even enough that they built them hospitals where 
they might be patched up when they lost an arm or a leg 
doing their work, and sent their children to school and brought 
them up to take their fathers* places working. Not even 
enough to amuse them now and then. They should make it 
their business to see that these men and their children were 
put in the way of development That talents they had might 
be discovered and trained, that their weaknesses, or hindrances 
might be allowed for, that their desires might be fulfilled. 
They were children of the same Father. Except your right- 
eousness shall EXCEED 1 And most of all they should so 

represent their Father in Heaven, that these should see and 
accept Him as their Father. 

It was a very trying sermon for some of those stingy rich 
men and a most enlightening one for some of the rich men who 
were not stingy. But whichever they were they sat at attention, 
for no one could be under the sound of that thrilling young 
voice and not face the facts that were flung at them, facts 
about disease and crime, housing and jails and hospitals, cases 
of drunkenness. Facts about churches and what they were 
not doing. Facts about social standards and how they affected 
the laboring classes. There was not a sentence that did not 
hold something startling as the speaker neared the close of 
his remarks and somehow every church member present felt 
suddenly arraigned before a judgment that was not of earth. 

John Treeves had not more than finished pronouncing the 
solemn benediction before the solid old member who had wiped 
his glasses so many times was on his feet and half-way up 
the aisle: 

'* Young man,*' said he, grasping the minister's sleeve, 
*' young man, I want you to tell me who that young fellow is 
that has been in jail three years. I*m going to get out and 
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8ee what I can do for him personally. PERSONALLY, you 
understand. He needs his girl to come over right away. HaB 
fihe stuck to him, do you know? I want to find out all the facte 
in the case, can you give them to me? '* 

And while John Treeves was pouring forth the story and 
giving dates and names for the other man to write in his note- 
book, Maxim Petrol and Horliss-Gole were standing at the 
back of the church and shaking their heads solemnly together: 

"Of course this can't go on/' said Horliss-Cole. I'm 
greatly disappointed in him. I thought from the way he tock 
xny suggestions that he was going to be quite amenable 
to reason ^^ 

" Well," said Maxim Petrol, "don't be too hard on him all 
at once. He's original, of course, and that will attract people. 
I thought that suggestion of yours about a course of study 
was the best yet He really has pretty good stuff in him, 

and being a Treeves 1 There's nothing like a good solid 

institution to tone up a flighty mind. Get him among other 
students 1 Said anything to him about it yet? " 

" Yes, I broached the matter, and he said he'd think about 
it, but he's quite peculiar. One never knows how he is going 
to take a thing. He almost has the attitude when you admon- 
ish him of — ^well — ^I could almost say he looks — amused!*' 

Maxim Petrol stared thoughtfully through large, round, 
shell-rimmed glasses : 

'^ My brother Merriman says he likes to hear him preach 
because he has a keen sense of humor," he said plaintively. 
i^ It may be even that he is amused 1 Yet it scarcely seems the 
thing in a minister of the Gospel, do you think? Humor and 
dignity hardly seem to go together." 

**It seems to be not quite a fitting combination," said 
Horliss-Cole annoyedly. It did not amuse him to think he 
had caused amusement. He had of late years taken himself 
quite too seriously. " But then everyone knows Merriman is 
always looking for a joke," he added, taking a grain of comfort 
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** Well, it certainly is popular, whatever you call it/' con- 
tinued Maxim Petrol. Do you know what the coUecticMi 
was this morning? More than double any last month or the 
month before. The people are taking to him. Look at Snuff- 
box Anderson down there plastering it all over him I And 
Judge Beech 1 And did you see the editorial in The Times 
last Monday? It made quite the hit of the Sunday news, 
that sermon. You didn't like it, but you'll find that kind of 
stuff takes. Ifs rot, of course, but people will have it; it's 
like jazz music and the Poli4)e Oazette. - Just get a man that 
talks something different from the common run and you 
catch a crowd and get in the limelight. Not that I like that 
Bort of thing, of course, but I guess we've got to do something 
if we don't want to dry up and blow away. The old church 
haj9 been getting behind the times for the last ten years and 
it's up to the committee to bring about a change. I gi^esg 
if it's going to please the people and bring in old Treeves's 
dollars, we'll have to patch him up somehow to suit the more 
conservative. Try the study course on him and see if it works. 
I tell you he's got good stuff in him if it were only polished 
up and modernized a little. It isn't so much what you preacb, 
you know, as the way you get it across, and that's what he does, 
gets it across ! Now if you can only doctor up his antiquated 
ideas a little we'll make it a go." 

But Horliss-Cole, mindful of the way he had failed Satur- 
day night, took himself to his home in a less self-assured way 
than was natural. He was by no means certain that he was 
going to '"^ get it across " with young Treeves. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

John Tbeeves took dinner that Sunday with the old 
gentleman of the fat check book and found much to tell that 
ttiat worthy eoul did not know, both about humanity and also 
about the Christian religion. But Horliss-Cole sat annoyedly 
in his stately library and wondered how he was to get oppor- 
tunity to give a few more broad hints to the young dergjnnan 
without sacrificing the whole of his valuable Monday morning. 

However, John Treeves walked in upon him ahout five 
o'clock Sunday afternoon and sat down affably, opening the 
interview himself. 

" Well, now, Mr. Horliss-Cole, Pm ready to answer your 
question and I'd like you to do a little favor for me.*' 

"Oh, certainly I'* said Horliss-Cole, so relieved that he 
would have granted him two favors for the moment. " Just 
take that easy chair by the fire, won't you ? And have a cigar. 
These are my own special brand. Brought them from '^ 

But John Treeves waved him aside : 

"Thank you, no; I never smoke!'' 

Horliss-Cole still held out the box of large, fat mono> 
grammed cigars, however, with an urgent, indulgent Utile 
shake: 

" Oh, thaf s all right, Treeves, we're in the seclusion of my 
library now, you know, and I don't intend to publish it. Be- 
sides, the feeling about the clergy doing such things is largely 
passing away. In fact, I think it's a good thing. It promotes 
fellowship among men. You can get nearer to a man over 
a good cigar than any other way, you know. If s something 

like the Indian Pipe of Peace ^" he finished, vaguely 

feeling that he was capping a very good climax with, a 
telling illustration. 

"Yes?" said John Treeves, dropping into the big chair 
250 
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with a temporary air, as if he had not time to sit back and 
rest. " Well, Tve never found it hard to get near to a man 
without smoking and I guess I won't try it now, thank you. 
Somehow it doesn't appeal to me, and I think Fm clearer 
headed without it. I was going to ask you if you would 
kindly give me an introduction to your foreman over at The 
Plant— or whoever has charge of hiring men/* 

Horliss-Cole reluctantly, offendedly withdrew the cigar 
box, his face slowly congealing at the request: Was this young 
upstart going to try and run in some protege? He needn't 
think he could ran The Plant because he was preaching in 
their church : 

^^ I'm afraid," he said coldly, '* that there isn't much chance 
of getting any new hands in just now; you see, we are turning 
off men, rather than hiring. This is a slack time and ^" 

"That's too bad," said John Treeves calmly, "but that 
is just where you come in, I suspect You see, I want you to 
speak the word that will make an opening somewhere. I 
don't mean that I want a job made out of whole cloth, of 
course, or that I want any other man put out to serve my pur- 
poses, but in such a flourishing plant as I saw the other day you 
surely must have room for one more good experienced man." 

" Who is your man ? " asked Horliss-Cole coldly. It did 
beat everything how this bubble of a young man got up things 
and insisted upon them when anybody else in the world in 
his position would be careful how he stepped these first few 
weeks before the call was assured. The young man did 
not seem exactly thick skinned either. Horliss-Cole did not 
understand it. He did not like to admit that he liked the 
fellow all the better for his independence, even though it 
angered and baffled him. 

" I was speaking of myself," said John Treeves quietly. 

" Oh — ^ho ! " laughed Horliss-Cole with a relieved sound in 
his voice, flicking away the ash from his cigar daintily. " I 
see. You were joking. Hal Hal Quite a compliment to the 
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works I assure you. I appreciate it. TYL have to tell Petrel 
that. He appreciates a good joke; that is, his brother 
Memman does. He's always hunting one. They call him 
Merry for short on that account, I believe. By the way, 
Marjorie left a box of chocolates on the table here, perhaps 
you'll have some of those — shoving a luxurious box toward 
him. "Ha, ha! Quite a jokel'' 

" Not at all ! '' said John Treeves seriously. " I mean it 
I would like to get into the shop for a while and get near to 
those men. It's just what I've been looking for, a chance f<Mf 
something like that." 

Horliss-Cole smiled and narrowed his eyes quizzically: 

** Oh, I see ! Social service ! Of course that might be 
very interesting to you for a few days, but a thing like that is 
a bit upsetting to regular work, you know, and the men might 
resent it." 

" You misunderstand me," said Treeves. *' I want a r^u- 
lar job with regular wages like the rest, and I want to stick 
for a year, perhaps, maybe more." 

Horliss-Cole smiled once more at his enthusiasm: 

"I thought you said it was an * experienced ' man yon 
were offering?" 

" I did," said Treeves promptly. " I worked in machine 
shops for two summers while I was in college. I could run 
any of those machines and do piece-work in that second build- 
ing we went through, and I'll warrant that in a week I could 
work as fast and as well as any man on the floor, I like that 
sort of thing." 

** Well, but," said Horliss-Cole growing more serious since 
this young man was determined to talk in this impossible way, 
*^ do you think that such a position would be compatible with 
your other work, your — ^ah — calling? " 

*' I certainly do ! " said Treeves. '* You, sir, were sraggest- 
ing a course of study to me yesterday. Well, this is my reply. 
I want to do this for at least a year as a study in Humanity. 
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I do not know of any better way to get near to men than 
to live with them, and work with them and hare com- 
mon interests/* 

" Those men are scarcely the class of humanity with whom 
you will be likely to have to do in your life work/* Horliss- 
Cole said it coldly, as if somehow the suggestion had been a 
personal insult. 

^^ Humanity is the same the world over, no matter in what 
class it is found,** said John Treeves. 

^^Well, Mr. Treeves, I scarcely think our church would 
agree to your proposition.** Horliss-Cole lighted his cigar 
once more and gave a puff or two of finality to his speech as 
he eyed the young man narrowly. He felt much as if he 
had stepped into a zoo with an escaped lion and been told to 
put him in a cage again. 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Horliss-Cole,** said John Treeves 
calmly. " But I believe that after next Sunday my connection 
with that church will be concluded. You said four Simdays 
in your letter, I believe. I was not expecting to go to work 
until a week from to-morrow. I can scarcely see what this 
church would have to do with my affairs .after that.** 

A sort of a cold perspiration came out on Horliss-Cole*B 
forehead. What an everlasting pest this young man was, 
with all his culture and breeding and money. The very idea I 
What a crazy fool I What on earth should he say next? The 
committee were hardly ready to show their hands as yet. 

" I did not say, Mr. Treeves, that the church would not 
desire your services after the four weeks were concluded, how- 
ever,** he said impressively, '* I think on the whole the com- 
mittee has been most favorably impressed with you. I should 
not like you to do tmything that would in any way prejudice 
them against you. For my own part I am very fond of you 
and would like to see you get a call. It might even come 
to that, you know, if you play your cards welL** 

'^But Fm not playing cards 1** said John Treeves, his 
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whole face breaking into a radiant smile of mischief. In fact, 
it would take more than a call from the church to make me 
even consider such a thing/' 

" What do you mean? '* Horliss-Cole stiffened visibly. 

*' I mean that I would have to be very sure that God had 
called me to make me willing to accept a call to a church 
like that/* said Treeves reverently. 

" A church like that I *' repeated Horliss-Cole haughtily. 
*^ Young man, I don*t suppose you have been in New York 
long enough to realize that our church is among the oldest 
and best established churches in the city; I might say, in the 
country. It is known from sea to sea. It has been the 
church home of more than one President of the United States, 
many senators, and noted men, great financiers, nationally- 
wide educators and literateurs. Its pulpit has been filled by 
the greatest orators of their times. Historically you, could fill 
no greater pulpit, young man 1 *' 

" But I am not anxious to fill a pulpit historically, Mr. 
Horliss-Cole. I am not an orator, nor do I feel called to speak 
to great men. My desire is to get near to the hearts of men 
and bring them to know Jesus Chrisf 

Mr. Horliss-Cole looked at the young preacher as if he had 
suddenly broken out with some very great blasphemy. He was 
actually embarrassed by the intimate way in which John 
Treeves spoke of Jesus Christ. It seemed to hdm a little crude 
to say the least, and not at all befitting the dignity of a 
minister of the Gospel. He paused, looking down at the floor 
oflfendedly, and while he hesitated for an answer to such pur- 
blind folly, John Treeves spoke again: 

" Mr. Horliss-Cole, I have fully made up my mind about 
this, and I would like to settle the matter at once. I am inter- 
ested in your Plant and feel that I could do good work there, 
as well as pursue the study I have determined to take up. 
Are you willing that I should apply for a position in your 
Plant or must I look elsewhere? '* 



■* 

«■ 



THE TRYST 265 

Mr. Horlisd-Cole was sadly put to it for an answer. He 
certainly did not want the young scion of a great house who 
had 80 publicly been associated with the old church to go to 
work like a common laborer in some other man's plant, for 
there was no knowing what queer thing he might take it into 
his wild uindisciplined head to do, and no end to the publicity 
that would be made of it in the newspapers. If the fellow 
must have his fling in a factory, by all means it was best to 
keep the matter as quiet as possible. If he let him have 
some kind of a nominal job in The Plant he could control 
the matter, and arrange things so that he would soon tire of it; 
also, he could explain it quietly as a little fad of the young 
man, and it need never come to the ears of the curious public 
nor even the church as a whole. At any rate he must not 
antagonize the peppery young man and send him elsewhere 
until he had had a talk with the rest of the committee. 

So, tapping the thick Persian rug nervously with his ele- 
gant boot, he lifted his eyebrows longsufferingly at the young 
man with a sigh that denoted patience much tried, and replied : 

*^ Oh, of course, if you feel that you must go through this 
experience I shall be glad to further your investigations in 
every possible way. I virill speak to my foreman this week and 
see what can be done to give you all opportunity for the study 
you wish to take up.*' 

It was characteristic of Horliss-Cole that he picked out the 
only attitude possible to him under the trying circumstances 
and took his stand as if there had been no other attitude he 
might have taken. He intended by every word, look and 
action to impress it upon the young man that this vmis a study 
in social science, not a taking of a job like a common workman. 

John Treeves looked at him a trifle uncertainly : 

" You understand, Mr. HorUss-Cole, that I wish to enter 
as a common workman, plain John Treeves, with no Eeverend 
or any tale of family or friends attached to my name. I want 
to be one of them and get to know them. I want to try 
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myself out and see if I can live Jesus Christ among them, and 
bring them to know Him. If I can do that, I shall feel that I 
have a right to preach. Otherwise I don*t think I shall.** 

" Oh, of course, that shall be as you please,** said Horlisa- 
Cole, considering whether it might not after all be kept an 
entire secret from everyone save the committee. Of course the 
committee — ^he would not like to take the responsibility with- 
out their backing, for a thing like this was always in danger 
of coming out sometime, and one must be prepared. 

So after the stately Sunday dinner and after Marjorie 
had gone with the minister to church, he retired to his den and 
called up Mjucim Petrol, who never went out to church at 
night, though he often frequented the homes of his friends, 
or some concert hall or popular lecture on Sunday evening. 
Maxim Petrol was quite ready to spend the evening with his 
friend, Horliss-Code, and came tipping daintily in in dove- 
colored ' spats half an hour later attended by his younger 
brother Merriman, a rounder, pleasanter, merrier replica 
of himself. 

"I thought Fd best bring Merry along,** he explained. 
*' He*s taken a great fancy to that young minister, and as he*a 
on the committee it isn*t bad to have three heads instead of two 
to talk the matter over. 

So with the help of a bit of refreshment now and then and 
a good many gold monogrammed cigars, they talked John 
Treeves up and down, out and over, and in again to their 
hearts* content. 

*^ Well, I think you better let him have a try at his social- 
ism,** declared Merry Petrol, mixing himself another cocktail 
cheerily. *^ It*ll make him all the more popular and help to 
antidote some of his archaic theology. If he gets out among 
men like that he*s sure to be a hero, and nowadays you*ve got 
to have somethiag if you want to get a crowd at all. He*ll 
either have to be an ex-ball player, or notoriously broad, so 
that some people would cry out against him as being unortho- 
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doXy or else heHl have to be some kind of a reformer, or he 
can't make this church go. It's dead and you know it, and it 
needs something to wake it up. Let him go and work a week^ 
or maybe two— it won't last more than that. No man really 
likes to work unless he has to ; it won't last long, and it'll bring 
the people iix while it does. Hell get off some of his stories- 
Oh, you needn't wince, Jim, he'll lug in some of your sins, 
of course, but itil only show up your virtues all the brighter, 
and you can't beat this kind of dope for bringing in the people, 
and getting everybody agog to hear him." 

" I should think it ought to be enough that he is a nephew 
of old Calvin Treeves," said Mr. Horliss-Cole haughtily. 

" Well, it isn't," snapped Merry Petrol crisply. " You'll 
find out we're in a new age. The world is changing and we 
can't afford to ignore jazz even in the old church. Qet me^ 
Jim ? He's got lots of pep, that kid has, and thaf s what we 
need noinidayB » 

Five weeks later Merriman Petrol ^'dropped in" at the 
Mountain House for a night's rest and a chat with Calvin 
Treeves on his way to Palm Beach. 

Calvin Treeves looked older than when his nephew had 
visited him, and there was in his eye a kind of frightened 
backward glance now and then that betokened a constant con- 
sciousness of his enemy lurking in the ofSng. But his voice 
had the same sporty chirrup and he greeted Merriman with a 
hearty good fellowship. He was one of the few people with 
whom he never quarreled and whom he never ordered about* 

"Hello, Merry! You here! Now that's the good old 
sport. Sit down and tell me the news. Hespur get him a 
drink of something. No, you needn't worry, I won't ask for 
any. The doctor's forbidden 'em, worse luck, and I'm obeying 
orders for a day or so till I get on my feet. Had a bad turn 
yesterday again. Old carcass all worn out. But I'm pretty 
tough ; they can't down me ! " He cast the furtive backward 
glance, and laughed his hollow cackle. " Sit down, sit dowiLf 
17 
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What's the news, Merry, old man! I haven't heard a bit 
of gossip since I came to this old cat's paradise, because I hate 
the old cats so." 

Merriman sat down and accepted the glass of wine that 
flespur proffered : 

"Well, the news is that you've got a great little old 
nephew ! " declared Merriman Petrol, draining the last swal- 
low and handing the glass to Hespur, who fluehed with pleas- 
ure at his words, although his face was perfectly immobile. 

" What ! What ! WHAT ! What's this ? My nephew ! 
My NEPHEW? How do you know I have a nephew? " 

'^ Oh, I know ! Don't you think I know what's going on 
in this world? Guess I've been listening to him preach the 
last three or four weeks and he's all there with bells I He's 
got Horliss-Cole and my revered brother Maxim eating right 
out of his hand ! " 

"Horliss-Cole!" The old man's eyes twinkled with 
triumph. 

" Yes, and you ought to see 'em worrying. He's got 'em 
guessing what he's going to do next and they're so soared he 
won't accept their old call to the church they don't know 
what to do." 

" He has ? " said Calvin Treeves breathlessly. " He HAS 1 
He HASf' 

" Oh, yes, and that isn't all, he's got New York by the 
horns and everybody's crazy about him. You see, whai he 
wouldn't accept the call, Horliss-Cole made him promise he 
would preach a few more Sundays till they could find someone 
else. He set it out that the committee didn't want to have any 
more untried preachers, till they could find one they could 
recommend, and so finally Treeves said he'd preach if they'd 
let him alone and let him preach what he really thought. It 
went hard with 'em to give in to that, but they did it, and bo 
he is pledged to stay awhile, and the people just throng to 
hear him. They have something about him in the paper 
almost every day. They call him a ** second PauL** It seems 
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there was a man in the Bible named Paul. And they can't talk 
enough about him. He's the sensation of the hour. And the 
worst of it is he hates it. He told them if they didn't stop 
writing him up he'd quit. But they can't seem to stop it, 
and Jim Horliss-Cole and my brother Maxim are going around 
like a eoupla kids driving a too-fast horse and he's getting 
away with 'em." 

The old eyes twinkled and the leathery lips worked ner- 
vously, happily. 

*^ Can— does he — ^What does he preach about, Merry?" 
he quavered, wetting his dry lips again and again with the tip 
of his withered old tongue. 

" Oh, but that's the best of it all. He lets it out from the 
shoulders. Gives 'em straight talk about their sins. Oh, he 
doesn't leave any of them out, stands them all up in front of 
him every Sunday and shows them how there's no Heaven for 
them, every last one of them. *Us,' I should say, for he's 
had me in, too. Every one recognizes himself, though I doubt 
if Treeves knows who he's preaching at. It certainly is funny. 
I laughed till I split the other day watching Horliss-Cole 
while he was being preached about, old hypocrite that he is, 
with all his church poses and his benevolences, and his pre- 
tenses that he's so much better than the next one. His face 
was purple with rage, but he had to pretend it was great. 
And all the time that good old sport of a grouchy sister 
of his '' 

" Sylvia ! " There was something strange and reverential 
in the tone the old man used. Merriman Petrol stopped and 
stared for a moment. 

r* 

"Yes, Sylvia, I believe. Well, she was grinning inside. 
You could see it in the set of her shoulders." 

Does Sylvia go to church ? " 

Oh, yes, she comes every Sunday, she and that pretbjr 
little quaint thing they call Fisher, some kind of a relation 
that's spending the winter there." 

So they go to church ! " 
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" Why, man, Fve been myself ! Went first to please Maxim 
because he was on the committee. Then they put me on and 
I had to go, and bless my lucky stars if I didn't enjoy it 
Some nephew, that is I I don't mudi blame Marjorie Horliss- 
Cole for tagging him around. But he^s as indifferent as snow 
in summer. Man ! But he's a peach ! " 

When Merriman Petrol was gone the old man lay silent 
a long time wetting his lips and picking away nervously at the 
rug that was over him. He no longer sat in his wheeled chair 
now, but lay flat on his great deep bed, like an old bird in a 
too-large nest. 

"Hespur!" he said in a weak voice, turning his face 
toward the dark window where Hespur stood looking out at 
the stars above the pines. *^ Hespur, did you ever happen to 
find a Paul in that Bible? " 

*^ Fve seen the name, sir. Yes, sir, come to think I remem- 
ber passing it, sir. Some letters he wrote I figured, sir. I 
don't rightly remember who. * I Paul ' — ^that was like it. Ill 
take the new Bible that you had sent down from New York, 
sir, and cipher around in it awhile, sir. There's a thing they 
call something like a * Concord' at the back, sir. It'll maybe 
be having Paul in it. There's notes, sir, that speak how to find 
it. I sighted a Moses this morning and had a try at him 
whilst you was napping, sir. It wasn't, so to speak, diflScult, 
sir. Ill maybe find a Paul." 

The old man lay and waited eagerly till Hespur had dis- 
covered Paul in the concordance, and then listened to passage 
after passage. 

" There seems to be a right smart lot about him, sir. He 
must have been a rather important character, sir, in them days, 
sir. It appears to have been an honor to be like him, sir. 
Now, you take a bit of sleep, sir, and I'll be getting your broth 
ready, and afterwhiles we have another try at the Book." 

And so, with a smile that softened the hard lines in his old 
face, Calvin Treeves fell asleep for a little. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

Patty had a whole day to herself for the first time since 
she came to live with Miss Cole. That good lady was going 
on a brief visit from morning until evening to an old school 
friend whom she visited once a year on her birthday. The 
annual pilgrimage had become something almost sacred since 
the friend had been bedridden, and looked forward with eager- 
ness always to Sylvia's coming. 

^^ I can't take you with me/' explained Miss Sylvia, " be- 
cause you see she's in reduced circumstances and they haven't 
room for many people. It would bewilder her and make her 
feel as if somehow I wasn't as close to her as I used to be if I 
took some one with me. And she has a little maid servant who 
will do all for me that is necessary. I shall go and come in 
the car, and there isn't an earthly bit of use in your being 
made to take that trip when you might be out somewhere 
enjoying yourself. You haven't had a day to yourself since 
you came. Now take it and do for goodness' sake go and buy 
something frivolous for yourself, or take in a show, or do some- 
thing nice. You're always penned up with an old woman 
and it isn't good for a girl. I wish to goodness Marjorie 
had some sense. You could have real good times together. 
But she has her head so full of beaus and clothes that there 
isn't room for much else. There, take that and buy some- 
thing you'd really like. Spend it cdl and don't think you've 
got to come and tell me what you did with it> or buy some- 
thing sensible, or save it. I want you to be extravagant for 
once and act like any girl, and if you don't want to be back 
till late to-night it will be all right. I can get along without 
any help tor once. I'm feeling quite frisky these days." 

She stuflfed a roll of bills into Patty's hands and hurried 
off to her car before Fatty could so much as thank her, and 
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when Patty came to count them there was twenty-five dollars, 
and a scrap of paper on which was scrawled in Miss Cole's 
odd characters. " Now, mind, you spend it all and don't get 
anything sensible. I want you to be crazy for once and do 
as you please.'' 

So Patty went back to her room and sat down and wept a 
bright little tear, because it had somehow come to her that Miss 
Sylvia loved her. Underneath all her gruffness she had a heart 
end she really loved her. Not in all the years had her mother 
ever done anything like this for her. It wasn't the money 
nor the amount, it was the wish that she should be a girl 
and have a good time ; the recognition that she had been faithful 
in her work and deserved something nice. It made a warm, 
lonely, little feeling around her heart. Oh, if her mother were 
only like that and she might go home and live like other girls I 
Oh, if her dear father were only back ! How strange it was that 
she heard nothing from him. By this time surely he must 
have received her letter, and it would be like him to telegraph 
or cable at once some little message to let her know she had 
his trust whatever she was doing and wherever she was. She 
had been expecting it for a long time aad a puzzled, queer, 
ghastly, little ache was coming now whenever she thought 
about it. 

But this whole long day to herself ! What should she do 
with it? What wild extravagant thing could she think of to 
do ? She might buy some books, although Miss Cole had every 
book one could think of and then some more. There were one 
or two necessities of dress she might purchase, but they would 
scarcely satisfy Miss Cole's idea of extravagance, and she had 
money enough of her salary to supply all her real needs and 
lay by some every month. Besides, she had a feeling that this 
was a sort of a game she was playing with the grim old lady 
and that it was her turn to move and provide something inter- 
esting m the game, something that would be as wild and pleas- 
ant to tell as it was to do. So really she wouldn't be doing 
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it all for herself after all, but partly to amuse Miss Cole with 
the story of it when she got back. 

Patty sat down and thought, and the first thing that pre- 
sented itself as an interesting thing to do was to take a trolley 
and see if she could find that girl that had almost drowned 
that day when they were at The Plant. She would take her 
some flowers. She had wanted to do it last week, but had never 
had time for so long a trip. Besides, as long as John Treevee 
was about the house she had kept very close to her own and 
Miss Cole^s rooms lest she meet him. But the young minister 
had apparently secured some boarding place, for he had not 
been at the house at all the week before, although he had 
preached as usual. These Sabbath services were coming to b© 
the bright spots of the week, wherein her old friend came back 
and talked with her and helped her to know his Friend, God, 
and to see her own need of a Saviour. So Patty was not worried 
lest she should meet John Treeves on this expedition. 

It did not take her long to dress for the street and she 
was soon on her way to a nearby florist where she knew she 
could get almost anything in the way of flowers. She had a 
royal time choosing them and at last decided for carnations and 
sweet peas, glowing with color and fragrance and gifted with 
lasting powers. One great white lily with a golden tongue she 
had put in the centre, and plenty of asparagus fern for a back- 
ground. Then with her big box she went happily on her way 
and after a little enquiry found the right car line to carry her 
to The Plant. 

She felt a little queer going around the place alone after 
she arrived there, a little as if perhaps she ought not to have 
come, but she went bravely on, her cheeks rosy with the excite- 
ment of the adventure. She came to the big oflSce building 
where the car had stood. Across the water she could see a 
figure bending over a typewriter with flying fingers on the 
keyboard, but she could not be sure it was the same girl. She 
turned and studied carefully the situation, got her bearings. 
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walked straight to the little house in the long gray row and 
knocked at the door. There was a murmur inside as of ques- 
tioning voices, then, when her heart was just beginning to fail 
her, the door was opened a little way and a woman peered out 
She had a worn, haggard face, straggling hair end a faded 
cotton dress, clean but discouraged looking. 

She eyed the stranger dubiously, discontentedly, enviously, 
but aloof. No one who looked and dressed like that could have 
part nor lot with her. This girl had come to the wrong place, 
that was all. In fact, what was she doing at The Plant at all ? 
There was suspicion and distrust written in the woman's eyes. 

But Patty smiled. 

*' Could you tell me, is this where the girl lives who fell in 
the water about three weeks ago? I do not know her name, 
but I was in the car that brought her back, and Fm sure this 
was the house.'' 

The woman rested her hip back against the doorjamb and 
surveyed her more in detail, shaking her head discouragingly, 
and saying monotonously : '^ No unnerstand Ongla." 

Patty began again speaking more distinctly : 

" Is there a girl here, CHrl, about as old as I am? " She 
smiled entrancingly and held up her box. " I've brought her 
some flowers. See I " and she broke the string and unwrapped 
the box. 

The woman drew back and frowned, with her eyes on the 
box, but shaking her head : 

*' No, no buy. No money. No money I " 

" Oh I " cried Patty in dismay, shaking her head. " I don't 
want to sell them. They are a present for your daughter. 
You got daughter ? " she fell into the woman's lingo in her 
desperation. Oh, if she could but remember a little of Ker 
school Italian, a few love songs — ^that was about all. But just 
then a big woman in a sloppy calico wrapper, open at the breast 
and carrying a dirty baby, appeared behind the first one. She 
had large, dull, black eyes, had long, thick lashes, and wonder- 
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ful curly blacK hair, but it was utterly unkempt. Her lips 
looked sullen and her eyes had a baffled expression : ^^ Yes, she's 
got a daughter/' she answered in grufiE English. ** What's 
youse wants of her? She ain't got no money to buy your 
flowers. What's it fer? The Bed Cross? We ain't got no 
money to pay to nothing any more. Anyhow, the whir's over." 

*' Oh, I don't want to sell the flowers. I brought them to 
the girl who fell in the river. I wanted to come sooner, but 
I couldn't. Is she here or has she got well and gone back 
to work?" 

*' Yes, she's got well, sorta, and she's gone back to work, 
only she ain't to work to-day, she's gone to jail to see her young 
man. He's in jaiL" 

Oh, did they put him in jail?" said Patty in dismay. 
Not the man they called Angelo ? " 

*' Yes. Angelo. Did you know him ? " 

^ Oh, no, I only saw him that day. He talked to the people 
I was with. But why did they put him in jail ? He looked like 
a nice young man." 

*' 'Cause they said he shot the boss. They heard him say he 
would kill him, and so they think he did." 

« But he didn't I I'm sure he didn't ! " said Patty. '' I 
was in the car when the shot came, and it came from behind 
somewhere. Isn't there any way to prove that he is innocent ? " 

*'I do no," said the sullen-looking woman apathetically. 
*^ They all done all they could. Why don't youse try ? That 
there * Tree ' man tried. He ain't done trying yet. But I 
don't guess he'll do no good. Mr. Hor'-Cor' he ain't letting 
him out. He's too stinge, Mr. Hor'-Cor*. You belong to him ? 
Why don't you tell him what you just tole me ? " 

*' No, I don't belong to him," said Patty anxiously, but I 
wish I could do something. I certainly will if I find anything 
in my power. What is the girl's name? Angelo said he was 
soon going to be married." 

Yes, they was, too, but that's all done now. She's ean*t 
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marry him to the jail. Her name's Mary. She don't loolc like 
herself no more. She was awful good looking, but now she^s 
all gone back. She lost about ten pounds, and she cry all 
night. She's my sister-in-law. I marry her broth'. I was 
bom in this country, so I speak the English. Mary she speak, 
too, and she's real smart. She go to school and study and 
get to be a stenog'pher. She write for the boss. But she too 
good looking. The boss he try to go with her and Angelo 
get mad, and all time the boss and Angelo they have fight 
together. Oh, I guess he don't get free. The boss he die and 
they say Angelo killed him. I guess Angelo get killed. Don't 
you think? Angelo got no friends to get him out. They 
have so many laws and we are poor people. Gtot no money 
to pay to get him out." 

** Oh, I am so sorry I " said Patty, her face quite white and 
suffering. *^ Won't you give Mary the flowers and tell her 
I will try to see if there is anything I can do to help her ? I 
am only a girl and I haven't any friends here, nor anybody that 

I can ask to help, but — ^well — ^you tell her I love her ^ 

she smiled brightly, wistfully up at the stolid, wondering 
woman. Patty opened the box and laid the glory of the 
flowers in the arms of the older Italian woman, who looked at 
them in dazed bewilderment as though they were blooms from 
another world, and then she buried her worn old face in their 
sweetness and began to cry, murmuring some strange foreign 
words between her sobs. 

" She says to thank you," the younger woman said, pre- 
venting the slobbery baby from pouncing upon a great crimson 
carnation and tearing it into atoms. " She says she ain't never 
had no flowers like that, and Mary will be glad f er 'em. She 
says to come again when Mary is home." 

And so, with the vision of the weeping mother in the door- 
way, her arms full of the bright blossoms with the lily in 
the midst, Patty turned away and went thoughtfully down 
the clean monotonous way. She was not noticing which way 
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she went nor caring. All the brightness seemed gone from 
the day since she had heard of this other girl's trouble. And 
that nice Angelo with the big dreamy eyes, the kind smile, and 
the reverent way of saying " My girl,*' " My wife,'* was in jail I 
Perhaps going to be hung I How terrible it seemed ! How 
could there be simshine and joy in a worid where a thing like 
that could happen ? She was suare it was unjust, for how could 
Angelo have shot from the other side of the river when the 
shot went by her ear ? She was sure of that I 

Presently she saw that she was coming to a little landing 
by the river and a boat was on its way over. It was ahnost 
to the wharf. It was a large, flat, snubby ferryboat that plied 
from shore to shore. Why should she not take it and go 
across ? It did not matter much where she went and it would 
be a trip on the water. She loved the water and the day was 
bright. If there was nothing interesting over there she could 
take the next boat back, and on the way she could think what 
to do with the rest of her day and the rest of her money. 
She had spent but three dollars so far and she doubted if 
Miss Cole would be much entertained by the telling of it, it 
was too painful. 

So when the ferryboat arrived, Patty, with a few other 
passengers, went on board. She stood at the front rail and 
watched the patches of silver light on the water where the 
sunshine danced, and wondered why trouble and sin had to be 
in the world ; and why a girl like Mary della Camera had to 
lose a lover like Angelo when it all seemed so pleasant and 
hopeful for their future. And it did not seem to be their 
fault either. Then her mind went back to last Sunday's ser- 
mon and she began to wonder about herself and if she could 
ever find the Friendly Saviour that John Treeves had preached 
about and claim Him for her own. She was so very lonely and 
unhappy, poor little soul, out seeking a holiday all by herself 
on a strange ferryboat! 

The boat arrived at a lonely bit of landing and the other 
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passengers hurried away down the road. Patty got off, looked 
uncertainly around and then decided to wcdk up the hill in 
front of her, for it seemed that there would be a wonderful 
view of the river up there, and it was a sparkling day. She 
would sit up there and try to think of something else to do. 
So she climbed the hill, sat down on a fallen log and looked out 
over the water. It did not occur to her to be afraid, for she 
could see in every direction a long distance and there seemed 
nothing but placid country. Patty was not a girl who waa 
afraid of things anyway. 

It was like a great painting spread out in front of her, 
the shimmering water, the busy plowing steamers going this 
way and that, The Plant across the river lifting tall ware- 
houses and puflSng chimneys near the water^s edge like dark 
fringes on a silver gown, the little rows of dismal board houses 
stretching away in regulai* aisles, the flat stretch of country 
beyond, and the trolley line whereon a single car crawled now 
and then. Far down the river the dim city life lifted vague 
shapes against a luminous smoky background and seemed a 
nucleus for noise and bustle. But back here all was quiet 
and peace. Behind her stretched a light wooded crown of the 
hill, and wide meadows beyond now covered with brown grass 
and patches of the last snow huddled in fence comers. It 
seemed a pleasant, kindly nook wherein no one else had thought 
to take refuge, and Patty sat still and was glad she had found it. 
Somehow here for the first time since she had left home there 
seemed to be room and time to think out her own problems 
and go back over the last weeks. In the city there was always 
something ahead to be done, somewhere to go with Miss Cole, 
something going on in the great house in which her service was 
required in some way. Now it was writing notes or answering 
the telephone, now it was painting dainty bits of dinner cards, 
or arranging flowers from the hothouses, or helping Marjorie 
to find out what was the matter with a dress that Madame had 
just sent home, and suggesting how a touch of color, or a dif- 
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f erent arrangement of drapery would bring about the effect 
she desired. They had found that in all tiiese things Patty 
had a knack, a talent. She was artistic in evei^thing she did, 
and knew exactly how to arrange a room or put on a hat for 
the best effect that was in it. Mrs. Horliss-Cole had fallen 
into the habit of saying in any trying situation, " Send for 
Fisher, sheTl know what to suggest. She always does.^' And 
she had actually made a proposition to her sister-in-law to 
take Patty over as her own personal attache and substitute 
an older woman for Miss Cole. But Sylvia Cole resented 
having the bright young girl called ^' Fisher,'* and resented the 
idea of her being anybody's servant in that sense, for she knew 
that Kate Horliss could never treat a servant as Patty ought 
to be treated. Jf oreover she wanted Patty for herself and she 
put so prompt a veto on the idea that no one even said any 
more about it. 

But with that ciiy background Patty had little time to 
think over her own problems, and now under the quiet sky 
she felt as if she could face them. 

There was the matter of the home in the West. How long 
could she let this go on, her staying away without giving them 
any clue to her whereabouts? She had hoped that before this 
she would have had word from her father and be able to judge 
better what to do. If it had not been for that call from 
Hal Barron and the detective down in the mountains, 
she would probably have written to her mother by this time, 
and explained why she went away, for she was not a girl to 
harbor insult and injury, and it would have been a very gentle 
letter, making it quite possible for her mother to accept the 
situation and let her remain away. But somehow the aspect 
of a detective, followed so quickly by the visit of Hal Barron, 
put things in a different light. She felt as if there was some- 
thing sinister in it, and she could not bear to go back, or to 
give them a chance to order her back, until her father was 
surely in this coimtry again. And yet, all the time she was 
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haunted by the fear lest she had after all misjudged theniy and 
there might be some explanation that would at least take the 
edge from what they had said, and make life more bearable. 
How gladly would she have suffered punishment for what she 
had done if she could only have it proved to her that she had 
misjudged her mother and sister. Then there was another 
matter which had vaguely troubled her, and that was the old 
Judge, hei* father's friend. For some days she had been re- 
membering that her father had charged her not to forget to 
appear in his oflSce on her twenty-first birtiiday as he had 
something of interest to tell her. In her hurry of going away 
it had completely slipped her mind, and now that she had 
remembered it she feared that their old friend might think her 
careless and unappreciative of his interest in her. It never 
occurred to her that the interview could be more than, a 
pleasant birthday conversation, a little loving intercourse 
to solace her because her father was away, and perhaps he 
had left a birthday gift for her in his keeping. Well, birth- 
day gifts would keep, of course, and it could all be explained in 
due time when her father returned, only, perhaps she should 
have confided in the Judge at such a time as this, and let him 
help her decide what to do. Perhaps her father would have 
had her do that. The Judge more than anyone else living was 
in the confidence of her father, and would know if there was 
anything strange about her, if she was adopted or anything. 
And yet, suppose he shouldn't, how dreadful it would be to let 
the Judge know how her mother and sister had talked I No ! 
Oh, NO ! She couldn't have told him. There was no question 
about it at all. 

It never occurred to her that she was making great em- 
barrassment for her mother and sister, to explain her absence. 
She thought that she had been away so much it would be 
easy to say she was away again. Hal Barron's coming after 
her could have but one meaning. He had really liked her, and 
Evelyn's jealousy must have some foundation. Hal Barron 
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had become so detestable in her eyes that she never wanted 
to see him again. She must stay away until she was sure 
he was over any such crazy notion, and had gone back to 
Evelyn. She thought sadly of the future. If Evelyn should 
marry Hal she would never want to go to see her, or be near 
her, for she would always remember the awful words she had 
heard, and always be self-conscious in Hal Barron's presence. 
If only her father would come back and tell her what to do ! 
She would not mind earning her living, nor being in a house 
where they did not consid«r her an equal ; if she were sure that 
she had a right to stay away from home as she was doing 
without telling anyone where she was. Suddenly her situation 
eeemed to overwhelm her, and she put her head down in her 
hands and wailed aloud a little cry of heart-brokenness : 

'' Oh, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy ! Where are you? Tf Ay don't 
you write to me? Oh — GOD! Where is Daddy — ^and 
,WHEEE are YOU?'' 

It was the nearest to a prayer she had ever come since the 
days of *' Now I lay me " long ago. All during school God 
had meant little more to her than Santa Glaus or fairies. 
Church was a ceremony of polite society, a vague placating of 
a distant peril. But since she had heard John Treeves preach 
something had stirred within her, some consciousness of a 
need of her soul, and a great longing and crying out for 
something bigger and higher than human help could give. 
The Bible she had bought had been diligently read, although 
most ignorantly. She had treasured in her memory all that 
John Treeves had said and she was beginning to grope in a 
feeble way after the light. This stifled cry was the first real 
appeal to Heaven that her soul had ever made and after it 
she sat hushed for a long time with her face in her hands 
and a quieted feeling as if somehow some influence were near 
to comfort her. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

Fob some time she sat there thinking, looking out over the 
water, trying to find a solution of her diflScnlties. Bnt at last 
the chill of the January day began to creep through her whole 
body, and in sudden alarm she shivered and got up, looking 
around to see what she should do next. How foolish to have sat 

 

here mooning so long I If she should take a cold and be sick it 
would be horrid, here among strangers. Besides, she was a 
working woman and had no right to be careless like this. 

She cast a glance down to the little empty wharf and ovt 
over the water. The low, fat ferryboat was diugchugging 
along nearly to the other shore, and it would be sometime 
before it returned. A survey of the immediate vicinity gave 
no hint of a nearby trolley line leading cilyward. She 
would have to wait for that boat to come back. There 
were no houses in sight where she could go and get 
warm. The only one was so far down the road that 
she might miss the boat again, so she set out to run up the 
hill to get up a circxdation. In a few minutes she was at the 
top darting in and out among the little pine trees, her chedss 
as rosy as red apples, and her eyes bright with the exercise. 
After all, it was good to be living, even if one was all alone ! 
And what a beautiful spot this was, with its crown of trees, 
and its resinous pines scattered here and there among the 
other bare ones. There were spots of ground pine, and places 
that looked as if arbutus and wintergreen berries might be 
found in due season, and there were lovely flat rocks cropping 
out. She wished she were a little girl to play house there with 
acorns for dishes, and moss for a carpet. What a wonderful 
site for a mansion 1 How strange that some one had not found 
it out and built there ! But then perhaps they would object to 
272 
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being opposite Thje Plaiit, although that wafi far enough a,vmy 
not to be annoying or unsightly. 

She walked about on the hilltop until the squatty ferry- 
boat had nosed up to the opposite shore for a while, and then 
backed lazily and begun its slow crawl back again. Then she 
walked in a leisurely way down the hill to meet it, idly watch- 
ing a small boat that had shoved out from the opposite shore 
and was dancing like a speck in the sunshine on the bright 
water. She wished she had a boat and might be out there, too. 

Prom the forward deck she watched the little bark dance 
along a few rods above the course of the ferryboat, and when 
they passed each other she could see the man who was pad- 
dling, his broad shoulders scarcely seeming to move as the 
long, smooth strokes of his paddle dipped the water. He 
reminded her of John Treeves, but of course it could not be 
for how would he be out here ? And then he was dressed in 
workman's clothes. What a foolish notion I But she watched 
him till the little canoe slid in to the shore just above the 
landing she had just left, and the man sprang uip the bank and 
climbed to where she had been sitting. He wafi silhouetted 
against the sky. The likeness to John Treeves was still 
marked. But she chided herself for always thinking of 
John Treeves. 

She deliberately walked to the other side of the boat and 
set her thoughts upon the money Miss Cole had given her. 
Somehow it must be spent in some unusual way that would 
please her. 

When she reached The Plant and started toward the 
station where she must take the trolley, the door of the little 
gray house where she had left the flowers opened and a slight 
young girl hurried out after her, bearing a long-stemmed 
carnation in one hand, and holding the blossom close to her 
lips. She was a pretty girl witti wonderful dark eyes and 
hair like a dusky cloud. But her olive cheeks were pale and 
thin, and there were dark circles under her eyes, which were 
18 
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heavy with weeping. She wore a shabby little blue serge 
and her shoes were patched and worn. She hurried up to 
Patty eagerly : 

" Thank you for the flowers/' she said shyly. '* You were 
good to come. Her voice was soft and gentle and her speech 
was not like the other women of her family. She had evi- 
dently been to school. Patty could understand how she was 
able to do typewriting. 

" Oh, you have come back I '' said Patty turning witiii inter- 
est. '^I — ^I am glad to see you? Have you got all over 
your wetting?*' 

" Oh, yes, I am all right,'' the girl answered indifferently, 
watching Patty with sad admiration. 

"How did you find Angelo?" asked Patty eagerly. 
" Doesn't he think there is any way for him to get out ? " 

The girl's eyes instantly filled with tears and she shodc 
her head. 

*' It costs a great deal of money to do things like that. 
Even then" — she brushed away the tears — ^^*even then you 

have to have pull 1 If Angelo could get out he might be 

able to find out who did it. He could get somebody, maybe, 
to prove him innocent. But " — ^she made a gesture of help- 
lessness — " it's no use 1 " 

"How much money would it take?" asked Patty 
thoughtfully. 

" Oh, I don't know," said the girl wearily. " A great deal 
I'm 'fraid. They are hard on people when it's a charge of 
murder, you know. We have no chance. I work hard every 
day. I do some typewriting at night. I get a little maybe 
to pay a lawyer. Not a very good lawyer maybe, but a lawyer, 

some one to try and help ! " She put out her hands with 

another despairing geskure. 

"Is there no one who will help you? Have you no 
friends? Is there not some one among youir employers who 
would do something?" 
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The girl lifted her shoulders slightly, one a trifle higher 
than the other, lifted her eyebrows, and brought her hands, 
pahn upward, in that indescribable gesture of her people to 
express incredulity. Her motions were graceful as a feather, 
her scorn was bitter and resigned: 

" People no money ! Boss too stinge I Friends — no good 
when trouble come 1^' she said, relapsing into common parlance. 

**Well, you\e got to let me help a little anyway ,'* said 
Patty with a sudden idea bringing out two ten-dollar bills 
from the twenty-five Miss Cole had given her. There were 
still two more dollars left from the sum as the flowers had 
cost her but three. Perhaps Miss Cole might not like this, 
but she had distinctly told her to buy what she wanted with 
the money and she wanted to use it this way more than any- 
thing else in the world just now. 

The girl stood staring at the money, iiot offering to take it: 

*'0h, you give too much. You are too kind,^' she 
murmured. 

'^ Take it please,^' said Patty, *' I have no use for it now, 
and I want you to use it to help your Angelo. It will be a 
little toward paying a lawyer, maybe a better one than you 
oould get without it. I know it isn^t much, but if you take it 
to a lawyer right away perhaps he will begin to work on the 
case at once. Do you know a good lawyer? They are some- 
times not honest. You should be sure to get a good one.'' 

" I ask that nice man, Mr. Tree ; he offered to help. He 
brought me home that time when I jump in the water. You 
know him? He is a good man. He promised to come back.'' 

*^ Yes, I know," answered Patty quickly, the bright color 
flying into her cheeks ; *' yes, you ask him. He will tell you. 
Now I must go. I hear my trolley coming! Good-bye!" 
and in a sudden panic she turned and flew toward the trolley 
station. What if Treeves should come and find her there I 
She must not risk another minute. 

Back in the city she found herself hungry and stopped at 
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a small reetaurant she was passing. It was a quiet place and 
not one of the better class, but it looked clean and there were 
good things displayed in the windows. Somehow Patty was 
not in a mood to be finicky that day. She paused a moment 
childlike to decide which of the dainty pastries she would 
select for her dessert, and as she turned to go in the door she 
noticed a woman in a shabby coat trimmed with fur that was 
matted and worn to the skin in places. Her hat was little 
more than a shapeless contortion of a bit of black velvet so 
old that its texture was scarcely recognizable. But it was the 
woman's eyes, big and hollow and hungry, that attracted her 
notice. She paused with her hand on the latch and turned 
back, hesitating. As she did so the woman gave a deep sighp 
and the hollows in her cheeks seemed to be drawn deeper. She 
looked white and ready to faint. In sudden impulsr 
Patty spoke: 

^' I wonder if you won't come in and eat lunch with me J 
Fm all alone and would like company.'' 

The woman turned her dull eyes toward the girl : 

*' Why ? " she asked half in contempt. 

Now that the words were out Patiy was almost f rigbtenetf 
at what she had done, but she meant to stick by it. 

^' Why, just to be friendly. Have you had your lunch yet T 
I know ifs rather late. I stayed out in the country longer 
than I meant to do." 

^' No, I ain't had my lunch nor my breakfast nor my dinner 
last night nor my lunch yesterday, nor my breakfast then 
either. I don't know when I've had a good square meal, but 
I'm not the kind you want to invite in there with you, and 
I ain't a-going." 

" Oh, yes, you are," said Patty sweetly. " If you are hun- 
gry, so am I, and that's all that matters, isn't it ? " 

Patty put out a little gloved hand and laid it shyly on the 
woman's bare, bony hand. 
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'^ Comie/' she pleaded, '' we're going to have a nice time 
together/' 

^' I don't look fit," said the woman looking down shamedly 
at the shoes that were out at the toes. 

*^0h, yes, yon do, come!" and Patty drew her inside. 
^' Well sit down at this little table in the nookery here, and 
then weTl be more cosy," and she drew her into a high-backed 
seat beside a little white-covered table and put the menu 
before her. 

^'Now, what will you have? Order anything you want. 
This is my party." 

But the woman only sat dully and looked at her. 

'^ Don't you want to choose? " said Patty, drawing the card 
toward herself. '' Well, then I will. Do you like soup first? 
Oyster soup. How does that sound ? " 

'* Don't!" said the woman sharply. "I ain't had any 
oyster soup in so long I caa't tell when, and if you say it 
again I'll faint." 

Patty smiled and drew a pencil and pad to her, beginning 
to write rapidly, *' oyster soup, roast beef, mashed potato, peas, 
and beans, apple sauce." Then she shoved it out to the waiter: 

"There, I guess that will do to begin on. If we want 
more we can order it later." 

They brought the oysters piping hot at once, and the 
woman with a kind of dazed wonder upon her ate in silence. 
It was not until the second course was nearly finished and 
there was talk of pastry and ice cream that the woman began 
to look grateful and say a few words about herself : 

" I was down and out," she explained. My husband died 
ten years ago and my little girl died, too, and then I had 
typhoid fever, and when I got up it was a long time before I 
could get work. There wasn't anybody left much that I cared 
for and I just didn't care whether I lived or not. But I had 
to, you know. You can't just walk out in the river and drown ; 
nobody won't let yoiv I know, for I tried it more'n onc't. 
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But what's the use ? Here I am eating roast beef and enjoy- 
ing it and knowing I'll be just as hungry again to-morrow and 
no chance to get any. It's only when you're almost starved 
or drowned that anybody comes along and stops you. The rest 
of the time they don't care a hang what becomes of you/* 

^* Oh, but they do," answered Patty pitifully, ** only they 
just don't think." 

**Well, what good does that do, I'd like to know? But 
I don't want to trouble no one. I don't need to live and I 
don't want to live and I don't see why I should have to." 

"Why," said Patty opening her eyes wide and looking 
thoughtful, " ihat's just the way I felt once a little while ago. 
But things all came out right. I guess they will for you, too. 
There's a person I know would be able to help you, only I don't 
know how to tell you to find him. I don't know if he will be 
in New York agaia. Do you ever go to church ? " 

" Ohurch ! " said the woman with a sneer. They'd put mo 
out looking like this. What should I go to church for ? " 

" Well, there's a mian preaches in a church here — a<t least he 
has several Sundays now. He'll maybe be there again to- 
morrow. Suppose you go and find out. His name is Treeves, 
and he knows how to tell discouraged people what to do. 
Here, I'll write it down for you, and if you go and find him 
there, just wait after church and tell him how you feel about 
living. He'll tell you what to do. He is wonderful! H© 
helped me." 

" You ! " said the woman looking her over, and then 
" Me ! " with contempt. " That's different." 

"No, it's not different," said Patty, shaking her head 
wisely. " We're both souls, and it's our souls that get dis- 
couraged, not our clothes, you know. You see this man — ^well 
—he KNOWS God ! " 

The woman looked at her strangely and was silent. 

^^ There's another thing," said Patty, ^^ you must give me 
yousT address, and I will tell the woman I am stayiag with. 
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about you. It may be she can find you something to do that 
will help you not to be so discouraged. I can^t invite you 
to see me because Fm not living in my own home just now and 
I don^t feel free to have guests, but I will write to you and 
let you know.'* 

The woman wrote at Patty's request her name on a bit of 
card that Patty had in her handbag. "Ellen June, Gen- 
eral Delivery .'* 

" There ! That'll reach me if I ain't succeeded in walking 
out and drowning or starving to death before you write to me,** 
she said as she pushed it toward the girl. 

Patty paid the check at the door and they parted, the 
woman coming back after a step or two and touching Patty's 
arm to say "Thank you," and Patty went away wondering 
whether she would dare tell Miss Cole about her and try 
to get her some work. 

" Well, I've spent the two dollars, very nearly," she laughed 
to herself, "but just to make it full measure I'll buy some 
candy with my own money." 

So she went into the next big candy shop and bought a 
big box of the kind of sweets she loved best, the kind she used 
to buy in school when her allowance had just arrived. Then 
with it under her arm she sauntered on and^on wondering 
what to do next for an adventure. One more adventure she 
must have, for she was pretty sure that she hadn't been quite 
measuring up to Miss Cole's idea of what she ought to do 
for amusement. 

" I may have to take in a moving picture show yet," she 
laughed to herself as she walked on. She gazed into the shop 
windows and watched the people she passed, and wandered on, 
enjoying the freedom to go anywhere or nowhere as the whim 
took her. She had wandered thus a long way down toward 
the Battery, and taken a cross-street that brought her near 
Brooklyn Bridge. She was just a little frightened at the 
strange foreign faces she met on every hand, and the gibberish 
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she heard talked and began to look aroumd with half-frightened 
glances and wonder if it would be better to go bade the way 
she came or make a straight line over to the elevated road only 
two blocks away. She decided for the elevated, for she real- 
ized that she was suddenly very tired, and crossing a queer 
triangular block with high fences, walls, rough-looking people 
and many heavily laden trucks she saw with relief just ahead 
of her the rising stairway of the elevated station and hurried 
toward it. 

In the gutter, and over the curb, close under the great 
rumbling tracks of the elevated, were huddled a nxunber of 
babies squabbling over a dirty pasteboard box that someone 
had thrown in the street. They were literally babies, some of 
them hardly able to toddle, and no older person in sight to be 
responsible for them. They were dirty and eager and dressed 
in rags, and their eyes were sharp and cunning, already out 
for possession in this cold, hard world where they had so 
recently arrived. 

Patty paused and looked at them in wonder and sorrow. 
Babies! and out on their own that way. One had a great 
shock of tangled golden curls and eyes as blue as the Irish 
seas where his parents were bom. 

Suddenly an inspiration came to Patty. She broke the 
golden cord that held her bonbons, and opened the box. Be- 
fore the astonished babies had even noticed her, she had show- 
ered upon them each as many vironderf ul pink and white and 
chocolate sweets as their dirty little hands could hold. 

They looked at her with great round questions in their 
eyes, and they looked at their hands and then they crammed 
the candy in their mouths. 

Then behold a miracle! For suddenly, from out the in- 
visible air apparently there appeared more babies, babies tod- 
dling, walking, running, babies being carried, all swarming 
a little throng about Patty holding up their dirty little hands, 
hungry little mourths, great eager eyes to Patty. And Patty 
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gave and gave and gave until her box was emply, and then 
wished she had ten pounds more. She laughed and almost 
cried for stiU the babies came^ like bees to honey. How did 
they find out? 

She tore herself away from their dirty, eager, little grasp 
and promising to come again, hurried away up the steps: 

** And now I must go home ! *' laughed Patty. *' Oh, crazy, 
crazy Fatty! Won't Miss Cole be satisfied with this, 
r wonder?'* 

*^ It was all so quiet and different in the great Fifth Avenue 
mansion that Paitty could hardly believe she had been away> 
hardly believe that anything was but a dream. Miss Cole had 
not returned yet, but Marjorie was there and bored with her- 
self. She wandered up to her aunt's room, and finding only 
Patty, sat down for a bit of gossip : 

** I'm almost ready to give up," she confided. " I haven't 
had a letter from Al in weeks, and he seems so far away. It's 
aU like a dream now. Life here is so different. Mother is 
keen on Dunham Treeves, and he is awfully nice. Next to 
Al, I like him best of any one I ever met. Of course he isn't 
a bit like the young N'yorkers, but perhaps that's what I Hke 
about him. Mother calls me perverse, and I suppose I am, 
but I really couldn't stand a man that couldn't do anything 
but dance. Of course I like to dance. But just look at the 
way Dunham Treeves jumped into the water that cold day to 
save that poor working girl I I admire a man like that. And 
he'll have stacks and stacks of money. His uncle'll die pretty 
soon and he'll have all that. I guess there isn't any one in 
N'york that has more money than Calvin Treeves. Of course 
it would be fun to go right into all that. It would be a 
position worth having. If it weren't for Al — ^but then he might 
come back some day and I couldn't help thinking about it. 
Of course, if I got tired of Dunham Treeves I could always 
get a divorce and marry AL And I'd be my own mistress then 
and nobody could stop me. It might be a way out, you know." 
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'' Oh ! MARJOEIE ! '' cried Patiy, dropping the maga- 
zine she was trying to read and standing up white with horror, 
*^ Excuse me, but how perfectly frightful 1 ^' 

^^Well/' said Marjorie, looking down half -shamed, ^1 
know — but then everybody is doing it now, and if they WONT? 
let me have what I want, I must take the best way to get it I 
can. I would TEY to be happy with Dunham Treeves^ 
of course ! *^ 

^^ Do you want to know what I think? '* cried Patty with 
eyes ablaze. *^ I think you are not fit for anybody when you 
talk like that. I used to wonder whether this Al you talk 
about was fit for you, but now I am wondering whether you 
are half good enough for him. If you can^t stay true to him 
till he has time to make good and come back, you surely haven't 
any kind of love for him, I'm sure. And as for the other man, 
have you no conscience at all ? What kind of a life are you 
cutting out for him ? He at least is a good man.'' 

^^Yes, and he's fond of me," sighed Marjorie; "but as 
you say, I ought to be true to Al. That's what I'd Uke to be, 
but I sometimes ask myself what use it is. He's there and 
I'm here, and daddy and mother would have a fit if they 
know I was even thinking of him." 

" Well," said Patty thoroughly indignant, *' you ought to 
either cast him out of your mind forever or else be true to 
him, one or the other; I'm sure of that!" and she gathered 
up her magazine and went to her own room. But instead of 
reading, she threw herself on the bed and had a good cry. 
For all of the experiences of the day this last brief interview 
with Marjorie was by far the most depressing. And the queer 
thing about it was she couldn't tell just why it was that she 
felt so terribly about it. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

From the first Sunday of John Treeves^B advent in the 
New York pulpit there had been a reporter present whom no 
one had observed. He came early and slipped unobtrusively 
into the gallery, taking a different seat every Sunday, where 
he would not be noticed. He was not reporting for any 
of the city papers, nor yet for the religious weeklies, yet he 
did his work thoroughly. Not a word, not a syllable, not an 
inflection escaped him. He was an expert or he could never 
have caught it all; every rapid fiery sentence, the telling 
points, the very sound of the voice almost was described. 
For those were the most unusual demands that had come with 
his orders. He was to make those sermons live again on paper 
so that the reader would see and hear almost as well as 
if present. 

Early on Monday morning a thick typed copy of the short- 
hand notes started through the mail with a special delivery 
stamp on them to hasten their arrival, and regularly on 
Wednesday morning the reporter banked a good fat check in 
payment thereof. 

It was Hespur who received the package and undid it with 
eager fingers, bringing it to his master to look at and handle 
while he drew the shade up and arranged the coverlets care- 
fully. Then he took the iypewritten sheets and sat down to 
read. Somewhere Hespur had acquired the ability to read 
well, or else he was spirit taught, for certainly he read those 
sermons well, bringing in the footnotes just at the right place, 
so that old Calvin Treeves should see how his nephew^s quiet 
words had held the fashionable city audience breathless, or had 
brought the tears to many proud eyes. 

The first sermon that he read lifted the old man into the 
seventh heaven of pride, for he merely listened for the roll of 
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eloquence, the flow of language, the effect upon the hearers. 
It was his nephew speaking to his ^orld, and pride soared 
high, for again he was having his heart's desire. But the 
second time he made old Hespur read it over the thoughts 
behind the words began to grip his soul and make him cringe. 

** W-w-w-wH-at's that! Hespur, read that line over 
again ! " 

^^ How hardly shall they that have riches enter the Eang- 
dom of Heaven, sir." 

'' The young r-r-r-E-A-S-cal 1 He has no BUSINESS to 
say that ! Ill teach him to libel ! '^ 

" But, sir, excuse me, sir, it's not his own words, I'm sure, 
sir. Thoee are the Holy Scriptures, sir, and you mustn't find 
fault with that." 

^^ The SCRIPT-ure ! The DEVIL! It NEVEE says that 
in the Bible ! The idea I Poppycock ! Well, find it ! FIND 
it, I SAY I " 

^^I'll get the Concord, sir, it'll maybe be in it — ^riches, 
riches, yes, here it is, sir, just a minute — ^yes, here it is in ^" 

" Well, you needn't READ IT again. I don't want to hear 
it. Anything like that I wouldn't listen to. As if you couldn't 
go to Heaven because you'd had a little money down here. I 
DON'T B-E-L-I-E-V-E it, Hespur, do you HEAR? " 

" Yes, sir, but that won't change the facts, sir ^" 

"HESPUR! Do YOU beUeve I'mgoing toheU? You 
do, Hespur. You DO ! I never thought you'd go back on me 
like that." The tears were coursing down. 

" Well, sir, I'm not saying just that, sir. It says * how 
hardly,' sir. It means it's very unlikely, sir, considering, but 
not to say impossible, sir. Listen to the balance of the ser- 
mon, sir, if I remember rightly there's somewhat more on the 
subject, sir." 

And so they would read and wrangle and soothe and storm, 
and over again, read and ponder and talk. And when the 
sermon was conned by heart so that each could take a phrase 
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out of it anywhere and hand it back to the other in argument, 
they would turn to the Bible and hunt for more on the subject. 
And sometimes when his master was taking his nap old Hespur 
would be studying his Bible, trying to find something com- 
forting, and then when the old man would wake up he would 
produce it. 

^^I found a nice bit of saying, sir, in the place called 
John,^' he would say. ** Shall I read it out a bit ? '^ 

The old man would growl assent, and Hespur would read : 

^* Let not your heart be troubled, ye believe in God, believe 
also in Me ^^ 

'' But I DON^T believe in God— Hespur I You KNOW 
Fve NEVER believed in God! Blast you, Hespur, now 
WHAT did you read that to me for — ^that wasn^t for m-ee at 

all 1 " and before the distracted servant knew what was 

happening the old man was in a tremor of tears. As he grew 
weaker he seemed unable to control them, and it enraged 
him to know he was weeping. 

^^ Therey ! Therey ! Don^t take on so, Master ! What say 
we begins right now, sir ? It^s never too late to mend, as the 
eaying is, sir!^' 

^^But how can we, Hespur, how CAN we?^^ and the old 
man pulled himself half up in the bed, grasping at his ser- 
vant's arm. ^' Believing is something youVe got to do, Hespur, 
before you can do it, you know.*' 

" Oh, no, sir, the young master, sir, said different, sir, in 
his first sermon, you remember. He said as how believing was 
an act of the will. It was the assurance, sir, that was to come 
after, and with that we have nothing to do. You can decide 
to have faith in Him, sir.'* 

The old man was still a long time and then he asked 
fretfully : 

^^ Well, then, who is this other Person that calls Himself 
ME? Read it again, Hespur. You knom I want it read 
again, why donH you do it? *' 
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And Hespur would read again : ^* * Ye believe in Gtod, be- 
lieve also in ME/ That, sir, I^m very sure, sir, is the Son 
of God, sir ; Him that was Jesus on earth, sir. And listai to 
this, sir : * In my Father^s house are many mansions ! ' '' 

" Mansions 1 Mansions ! That doesnH sound so bad ! ** 

^' I go to prepare a place for you, and if I go and prepare 
a place for you I will come agaiQ and receive you unto myself, 
that where I am there ye may be also ^^ 

The old man lay still, thinking: 

^^ Hespur — what would He want with me ? Fve never had 
anything to do with Him ? '* 

The old servant shook his head and began to turn the 
leaves rapidly : ^^ I couldn't just rightly say, sir; there's maybe 
some word on that question, sir ^* 

^^ You wouldn't suppose, Hespur, that He could do it for 
SPITE? Just want me there to get me in a comer and 
make me feel uncomfortable ? " 

^^ Oh, no, sir, not that, sir. Not at all, sir. Not so I've 
been always given to imderstand, sir. Here, now is a bit. I 
knew I'd come on it. I marked it sometime back : * For God 
so loved the world,' mark that, sir, worrrld, sir, that leaves out 
none, sir. Go so loved the worrrld, that He gave His only 
begotten Son that whosoever believeth on Him ** 

" There it is again 1 " snarled the old man, turning his head 
restlessly from side to side. ^* Believe, believe, believe, always 
believe 1 Well, what if I do?" 

^* Hath everlasting life, sir. Hath! That means now, sir, 
not wait till you die, sir, but have it now, sir. That means 
no dying to speak of at all, sir, just a casting away of the flesh, 
sir, but a living forever, sir, in a new garment, sir." 

" HESPUE 1 DO YOU KNOW what you're TALKING 
ABOUT f' 

" Oh, yes, sir. I'm sure, sir. My mother used to talk that 
way quite often, sir, and my grandmother, sir. I, boyUke, 
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didn't take much recognition of it then, sir, but it stuck, sir, 
and it's all coming back/' 

^^Well, then, you old EASCAL — ^if you know so blasted 
much, GET DOWN ON YOUR KNEES AND P-R-A-Yl 
Do you HEAR? Pray for us BOTH ! For I don't want to 
be without you ! " 

Hespur got stiffly down beside the bed and folded his hands, 
lifting closed eyes toward Heaven: 

" Oh, Lord, sir, we Thy humble creatures ! " 

'* I'm NOT humble," murmured the old man belligerently, 
" I never was and I WON'T BE I " 

^* Oh, Lord, excuse Him, sir, he doesn't rightly understand 
that he's in the presence of the great God ! " 

"I thought you said He loved me ^" whined the 

sick man. 

''Yes, master. He loves you, but you must be humble, 

sir ^" Hespur put a hushing hand on the restless old claw, 

and spoke in a low tone as if to keep the God of Heaven from 
hearing how he had to bolster up the old sinner's first prayer. 
Then he went on in a louder voice : " Oh, Lord, we feel to know 
we are sinners ! " 

The old man uttered a protesting growl but the servant's 
voice drowned it out, ''Yes, sinners. Lord, we find it right 
hard to own that, but we know it is true. We are some sorry. 
Lord, but we want to be sorrier yet before we are done. We 
want to be sorry enough to get you to listen and forgive us, 
and make us right before God and ready to go home to those 
mansions. Not that I would presume to ask for a mansion, 
Lord, only that my old master he's used to me like, and wants 
me around, and I won't take up much room. I'm handy 
anywhere, and wouldn't intrude. Oh, Lord, Sir ! " 

"Thafs enough! That's enough! Cut out that stuff! 
Of course He'll let you in Hespur if he lets ME. It's Me 
that's been wicked all my life. It's me that put my foot on 
the poor, and crushed out the life from all the pretty things 
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that ever came in my path just to get what I wanted; and 
evea was too stubborn to get the thing I wanted moet in my 
life. Get up, you old rascal, you aren't the sinner. It's ME ! 
Get up and bring me a pen and some paper. I want to 
write a letter!'* 

Heepur arose reluctantly and protested : 

^ Oh, sir, waitey ! waitey ! Just a day or so till the doctor 
says you are stronger." 

** The doctor's a liar ! What difference does it make what 
he says? You know I won't get any stronger and I know 
I won't get any stronger and tiiat's all there is to it. GET 
ME THAT PEN 1 " 

When the letter was finished in a quavering hand, sealed 
and addressed, he handed it with a weary gesture to Hespur 
and said in a cross, feeble voice: 

" Now, when I'm dead I want you to see that that letter 
gets to its destination and the white diamond sent with it, 
BUT DOWT YOU LOOK AT THE ADDBE881 D'ye 
HEAR?'' 

"Oh, yes; yes, sir, of course, sir. Ill do it, sir. Ill 
deliver it in person, sir. Don't you worry Mother bit about it, 
I'll not forget. Now, thafs all righl^ sir; now you take a 
little nap." 

Old Hespur smoothed the covers and drew down the 
shade, brought broth and fed him spoonfuls, then hovered 
over him, watching his feeble old breath. 

But he rallied again as he had rallied many timee before, 
although each time he came up a little more slowly, and not 
quite so far. His eyes grew to have a hungry, vague look when 
he awoke from his long drowses, and often they would seem to 
be searching for something. It was only when Hespur would 
produce the Bible or one of his nephew's sermons that he 
seemed satisfied. Now and then a bright little letter came from 
Patty, like a ray of purest sunshine and it would be read and 
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reread, and kept close to the pilloiir, where the old hand would 
now and again grope out and feel of it. 

There came a morning when Hespur, watching the old 
face with anxious eyes, noticing the caressing touch of the 
letter under his pillow, sat down on his own. initiative and 
wrote a letter: 

** Bear Miss " it read, 

' B^ging your pardon for preenming to address you, I just want 
to tell you that your old friend Mr. 'nreeives is not feeling so well, 
and has not so long to stay. If there might be a way that you could 
run down for a day and just drop in kind of casual like to see hinoL 
it certainly would be a heavenly action, for the poor old body gets 
out of his bed no more, and has no one to cheer him up but me. He 
lots greatly on your letters, and it's that pitiful to see him smooth it 
and touch it when he thinks no one is looking. Of course it's asking 
a lot, but if you could see your way clear I'd be glad to bear the 
expenses of the journey out of my savings. And if I am asking too 
much I ask your pardon. Miss, and Crod bless you. 

Your humble servant, 

Hespur Kane." 

With a furtive look toward his sleepiog master, Hespur 
tiptoed out of the room and mailed his letter. He would have 
liked to have written another to the nephew, but did not dare. 
He had broached the subject of sending for young Treeves 
one day and it had raised such a rumpufi that it took hours 
to undo the mischief. The old man was determined the 
nephew should stand by his post. He wanted to hear more 
sermons, to know he was called to the great church, to read 
his praises in the newspapers, to be sure he was succeeding. 
He did not wish him to leave New York until everything was 
assured^ and Hespur began to see that his appearance even 
most casually, while it might please the old man, would also 
be likely to upset him greatly. 

It was during their reading one day that a new trouble 
loomed on the horizon for the old man. They had come to 
the passage : " It is easier for a camel to go through the eye 
of a needle than for a rich man to enter into the Kingdom of 
Heaven.^^ Hespur was ufiing the new Bible with footnotes 
19 
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that had conie only a few days before from a big bookBtoie . 
in the city. He had seen it advertised and sent for it himself. 
He took particular pleasure in being able to elucidate a passage 
of difScult meaning by the aid of the footnotes. Not that he 
allowed his master to know he was reading footnotes. He 
usually created the impression that his mother or grandmother 
had entertained such beliefs, and so explained, the passages 
carried more weight with the old man. On this particular 
occasion he would have omitted the verse altogether if he had 
realized in time what was coming, for he had a vivid memory 
of the other occasion when the difficulty of a rich man entering 
Heaven had been discussed ; but having blurted out the words 
before he knew, he hurriedly glanced down at the footnote, 
for the old man had moaned as if in pain, and the tears were 
coming down his cheeks: 

" You know. Mister Treeves, you don't have any occasion 
to feel troubled about that saying, sir. It's all quite 

plain ^^ his eyes were hurrying along tiie fine print of the 

footnotes. ^*It seems — ^why — now, you know, that needle 
wasn't a needle at all. That is to say, the needle's eye was a 
gate, a little gate inside of the great big gate of the city wall, 
Jerusalem, you know, and it seems, sir, why they say, sir, they 
always shut that great big gate of the city at sundown every 
night so no thieves and robbers could get into the city, and 
then if any travellers came on camels, with big packs on their 
backs and wanted in, they had to take all the traps oflE the 
camel, and lift and hoist him in. The little gate, the needle's 
eye, that is, was up high from the ground, and they had to 
lift up the camel's feet one at a time, sir, one at a time, little 
by little, and push the beast and drag him in, and then the 
man himself, rich as he was, had to be helped up that way, 
too. There wasn't room for him to ride in head up with all 
his baggage hitched on, the way a rich man by rights should 
go, sir, because the big gate would be shut; but he got there, 
sir, HE GOT THEEE 1 Mind I " 
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•* Hespur ! '* arraigned the little old sick man. ** Yon^re 
not saying that, you^re reading it. Where do you get all that 
chatter ? Let me see the book.'* 

And thereafter he was deeply interested in the footnotes, 
asking again and again for notes on the passages read, and dis- 
appointed as a child if a passage he wanted was not touched 
upon. One afternoon he suddenly spoke out of what Hespur 
had supposed was a sound sleep : 

" Hespur ! You don't suppose the curse will go with the 
money, do you ? You don't suppose if I give my money to my 
nephew that he wiU begin to love the money and forget every- 
thing else the way I did, do you? " 

^^ Not for a minute, sir ! Not for a minute ! '' cried old 
Hespur, coming close to the bed. " Eemember how I told you 
about the night on the mountain, sir. He's met with the 
Lord, sir, and found something better than money can ever 
give. Besides, sir, don't you remember your ownself, sir, 
begging pardon, sir, how he told you if he had the money 
he would only use it in his work f I think you can trust him 
to give the money back to God, sir. It's the only place it'll be 
safe, sir. The only place." 

A kind of relief came into the old face, Bomething resem- 
bling a cabn into the turbulent eyes. 

** That's so, Hespur. That's so ! Hespur, you're a great 
eomfort!" and the thin old hand stole out and caught 
Hespur's strong one. 

'* Therey ! -Therey I master, sir ! You do me great honor 
to say that, sir ! I'll not forget it, sir ! '^ 

'^But you'll remember the times I've cursed you, too!^ 
wailed the shrill voice. **Fve been an tmgrateful old sin- 
ner 1 Hespur, I've made everybody hate me ! " 

** No, master, no master, not me, sir. You've been a good 
master to me always, sir. You needn't to mind what you've 
done to me, sir. It ain't in the account at all. I've just put 
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it all by and took no thought of it. Just you make it light 
with the Lord, sir ; 1*11 stand by/' 

'' Oh, the Lord ! The Lord ! He won't taie what Tve 
given you! I tell you, Hespur, Fve been a great sinn^ — a 
very great sinner ! I've spoiled more lives, and my own, and 
I've never stopped to think of the Lord, nor care, and He 
has been seeing that all these years ^" 

" But' Master, master. Mister Treeves, have you forgot, 
* The blood of Jesus Christ His Son eleanseth us from all sin. 
ALL Sin ! Have you forgot, sir ? God so loved the world that 
He gave His only begotten Son that whosoever believelii 
HATH everlasting life. God sent not His Son into the world 
to condemn the world, but that the world through TTim 
might be saved.' And He said, ' If we confess our sin. He is 
faithful and just to forgive us our sin and to cleanse us 
from all imrighteousness.' Have you forgot, sir, thaf s in the 
sermon we got to-day. Cleanse us. Cleanse us from oil/ 
The blood of Christ cleanses ! " 

The old man tossed weakly from side to side : 

^* Yes, but Hespur, that's an awful chance. How can I 
be sure He'll do it? How can I be sure I've fulfilled the 
conditions for all that? I'm an awful sinner, and now right 
at the end when I've had my own way all my life and got 
mad when I didn't, and cursed and hated and been cruel, how 
could I take any comfort out of that ? " 

" He says it. He says if we confess our sins : Sir, Mister 
Treeves, begging pardon, why don't you confess your sins to 
Him, sir?" 

" Why don't you do it for me, Hespur? Don't you see 
that's what I want?" 

" I — I'm not rightly sure that will do, sir, but I'll try, 
sir, and I'll tell Him you want to say so, too, sir ! " and Hespur 
dropped upon his knees on the floor beside the bed : 

*^ Oh, God ! " he cried earnestly, his habitual obsequious- 
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ness for once overpowered by his love for his master in this 
trying strait: 

" Oh, Grod ! We have sinned very greatly ! We have sinned 
all our lives ! We have done evil in Thy sight. We have not 
thought about Thee !— We have neglected the Holy Scripture ! ' 
We have not believed on the Son ! '* 

"There! THEEE! T 5 ^ 5 ^ /'' yelled the old man 
indignantly. " Stop that ! You^re praying for yourseK ! I 
told you to pray for me! You don^t need it now. It's I that 
needs it! Pray for me! ME! I tell you! Tell Him I'm 
a sinner ! '^ 

" He's a sinner, Lord, yes. Lord, He's a sinner, begging his 
pardon, sir — ^but so am I a sinner, too ! '' 

" STOP ! '' 

*^ Lord, he'll have to tell you himself ! " wailed the old 

servant. " You've promised. You said your Son would take 
the blame ! Just save him, won't you, and take away the fear 
of going from him? Lord, he'll have to tell You himself. 
Mister Treeves, master, you'll have to tell Him for yourself. 
It ain't like it was a message to anybody else, sir. He's the 
King of Heaven, sir, and you'll have to go yourself." 

" What shall I say ? " wailed the thin, old, frightened voice. 

" Say you've sinned, sir." 

" Lord, I've sinned ! " repeated the old man with anguish 
like the sobbing of a naughty child. 

" Say your sorry ! " commanded Hespur. 

" I'm sorry ! " 

" Say you're not worthy to be called his child but He's to 
do with you what He pleases ! " 

The old man uttered a shrill scream and clung to the 
servant's hand : 

" No, Hespur ! No ! NO ! Not that Hespur ! He prom- 
ised. He said He would save all who came to God by Him. 
You read it just to-day ! HESPUR ! Oh, God, in the name 
of Jesus Christ, forgive my sins and make me clean ! " 
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" Amen ! Lord, eir ! Hear that ! You wouldn't go back 
on your promisesr, Lord ! You said it ! He's believed it ! Now 
save Him for Thy mercy's sake ! " 

The old man slept like a little child that night, and awoke 
with a sweet smile on his face, but Hespur, watching earneetly, 
could see that he was weaker, and he almost longed for the old 
anger to break out against him, it was so pitiful to see him 
meek and gentle this way. 

I feel so — ^unready !" the weak voice quavered! 

There are thiogs I might have done Things — but 

there ! I'll have to leave it all ! It's like going out to a great 
dinner without being shaved and dressed! Oh, Hespur! 

You'U tell the boy sometime, sometime Youll tell him 

he's a great deal to undo for me." 

'' I'U tell him, sir ! That I will, sir ! '^ The old servant 
turned away to hide his emotion. 

"You'll take care of him, Hespur, when I'm gone?^ 

'' That I will, sir. I'll do my best, sir." 

*' He'll mebbe not let you ! " sighed old Treeves. *' He's 
headstrong, you know." 

" I'll care for him whether he lets me or not," eaid tha 
jBervant firmly. " So long as I'm spared I'll look after him, sir. 
You've fijced it so as I've no need to work for my living any 
more, sir, and I'll see that he's cared for as well as I can." 

It was a cold, gloomy morning when Hespur's letter 
reached Patty. The day before had been bright, but the 
memory of it was bitter. Treeves had been at the house from 
Saturday night and she had seen him go out with Marjorie 
early in the morning for a walk. They had returned in deep 
and earnest conversation. It seemed to Patty that she could 
not stand it to have Marjorie carry iag out her avowed purposes 
that way and John Treeves falling into the trap. It didnt 
aeem like him not to see through a girl like that. And yet, 
«he had to own that Marjorie was very attractive, and most 
charming when she chose to be. But there was a desolate 
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little ache back in Patty's heart all that day and she found 
it there yet when she awoke Monday morning. Somehow all 
the wonderful sermon of the day before had not taken that 
hurt out of her heart. 

When the letter came she read it over twice and then took 
it to Miss Cole : 

" See what came in the mail this morning/' she said, hold- 
ing out the letter. " I wondered if you could tell me of any- 
thing I could do to cheer the poor old souL'' 

Miss Cole's face took on a gray look as she read the letter, 
and her hand trembled as she handed it back. She sat for 
•everal minutes looking unseeingly into space. Patty almost 
thought she had forgotten to answer, and stood uncertainly 
wondering whether to go away. But at last Miss Cole spoke: 
• *^ Can you get ready to go by the afternoon train?" she 
said, and her tone was most matter of fact. 

" Why I " said Patty lookiog startled. " You don't mean — 
that you think I ought to go ? " 

" Not alone," said Miss Cole. " Of course not. We'll both 
go ! He's an old friend when it comes to that, and when one 
is dying it's different I Nobody'll think anything of it, for I 
often n;n off for a few days, and I go down there frequently. 
Besides, that Letitia Horliss is coming to visit to-morrow 
and I can't abide her. She treats me as if I was as old as 
Methuselah and she had to keep me always in mind of it. 
Look up trains and see if there's anything sooner that will 
make connections. I can be ready in two hours if there is. 
I'll telephone my brother and let Kate know and you can do 
iiie rest. You mig'ht send Banely to get a trunk together. 
We won't need but one, because I don't suppose we'll stay for- 
ever, and we can send for more things if we do. That's all. 
I'll ring if I want you, and you let me know as soon as you've 
made the arrangements." 

To Patty the sudden change of program was a relief. It 
helped to take her out of her own thoughts which were grow* 
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ing decidedly gloomy. She went to work with a will and soon 
had matters in train for their trip, with parlor car reeerva- 
tions, trunks, tickets and eyerything arranged. Her own 
simple preparations required but a few minutes, and at 
twenty minutes to twelve she and Miss Cole were seated in the 
limousine on their way to the Pennsylvania Station to answer 
old Hespur^s appeaL 

As the Fifth Avenue mansion passed out of her vision she 
sat up with a little sigh of relief. Perhaps now she would 
be able to forget some of the things that were always hurting 
her, and some of the problems that perplexed her night 
and day. 



CHAPTER XXX 

*^ It is growing very dark in the room, Heepur ; dark and 
cold. Why don't you light the fire?'' 

**Yes, sir, yes, sir; I will, sirl*' Hespur, with tears on 
his sad, old face and a troubled look at the clock, gave a stir 
to the already bright fire and turned back. 

*^ It's a dark day, Hespur, a dark, dark day.'' 

** Yes, sir, it is that, sir, but if 11 soon be that bright, sir ! 
Youll see, sir ! Now, shall I read a bit ? " 

He glanced at the clock again. It was almost time for the 
doctor's train. He touched lightly the cold hand of the old 
man and tucked it under the blanket. He wiped the perspira- 
tion from the waxen brow. 

^' Yes, read — ^read about the blood ^" whispered the old 

man, nestling among his pillows, and groping under the 
blankets with hofl chiUy hands: 

*^ The blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us from all 
sin ^" repeated Hespur, kneeling beside the bed and watch- 
ing the growing pallor of the waxen face. '^ As far as the East 
is from the West, so far hath He removed our transgressions 

from us ^" Hespur had learned the lesson well in the 

weeks ia which he had been studying the Bible, but farther 
back than that it was ingrained into his soul, in the old 
country when he was a little fellow by his old grandmother's 
knee at the fireside. He had wandered long and far from 
that teaching, but it all came back to him now, as the Word 
that is writ in the heart will always do, and he did not have 
to stumble and hesitate for the words now when the need was 
great and his soul was wrung for the old child who was passing 
iato the shadow so rapidly. 

^^ There is one — ^about the lamb in the valley ^" mur- 
mured the withered lips. 
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" Yea, though I walk through the valley of the idiadow I 

will fear no evil, for Thou art with me ^^ repeated Hespur, 

and a emile of peace came over the old man's face. 

" Be not afraid, neither be thou dismayed, for the Lord 
thy God is with thee, whithersoever thou goest,'' went on the 
old servant, searching about for the words the old man had 
liked of tenest to hear. " Pear thou not for I have redeemed 
thee, I have called thee by thy name, thou art Mine 1 *' 

On and on, from promise to promise, went the faithful ser- 
vant, watching the face that had grown dear to him through the 
long, hard years of his service, dear because it was so pitiful in 
its self-made loneliness. Hespur did not hear the soft tap at 
the door, nor its opening. He did not know that anyone had 
entered until suddenly the old eyes on the bed opened and 
looked up into Patty's sweet pitiful face, and a smile broke 
out over Calvin Treeves's face, a smile like a passing ray of 
light on a swift, hurrying cloud. Then his eyes searched, 
farther, and his face lit up with a most wondrous light, for 
the instant glorifying the haggard and spent clay into the 
semblance of Calviu Treeves as he used to be before the devil of 
Greed and Power took utter possession of his soul. 

*" Sylvia ! '^ he said, and his trembling hands went out 
eagerly for hers. " Sylvia ! You've come at last!" 

Sylvia Cole knelt beside the bed, took his cold hand in both 
her own, and stooping, kissed him pn his stiflEening lips. 

A soft murmur of content came from the old man, and his 
eyelids fell shut Patty crept close and took his other hand 
in hers, and Hespur stood back with bowed head waiting as 
was his place, now that others more fitted had come to do his 
master honor. The doctor had come silently in, laid a prac- 
tised hand on the feeble wrist, and stood back in the attitude 
of waiting also. 

'' Hespur! The blood! Say the blood ! '' 

'^ The blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleaoaeth us from all 
sin,*' repeated Hespur obediently. 
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^* Sylvia ! " the old eyes opened again and sought her face. 
^ You know about the blood ? ^' 

" Yes, Calvin, I know,^' she said in a clear, steady voice. 
" Yes, if s all righV' 

*^ He — He's — ^forgiven me ! '* he trembled out. *' Pve been 

a great sinner but Christ has forgiven Syl-via — can — 

you — forgive — ^me — ^too ? " 

" Yes, Calvin. I forgive you ! ** Sylvia kissed him once 
more, and he seemed to be content. They thought he was gone, 
but after a long silence he murmured: 

"I — vrill — fear — no — evil — ^f or — ^Thou — ^art — ^with — 

me 1'* The voice trailed oflE again, then rose clearer, 

triumphantly. ''HE'S HEEE! Hespur, HE'S HEBE! 
Don't forget to come, too ! '' 

" FU not, sir 1 Fll be there, sir ! '' choked Hespur gal- 
lantly, and turned to the window to hide his sobs. 

The doctor drew the ladies away, and shut the door, and 
old Hespur was left to do the last service for his old master. 
Calvin Treeves had passed to meet his God I 

Two houjs later Hespur knocked at the door of Miss Cole's 
room and handed her a letter and a little white box. Then 
to Patty, who had opened the door, he gave another box. 

^ And this. Miss, he wanted you to have. Only last night 
he had me get it out and mark it for you with his love, and 1 
was to do it up to-day and send it on to you." 

When Patty opened the box she found the ring with the 
blue diamond. But when she went to Miss Cole to ask what 
she ought to do about it she found her sitting by the window 
weeping over a great blazing white diamond on her finger, and 
an open letter in her lap, Patty gently closed the door and 
stole away. 

John Treeves had been working in The Plant for nearly 
eight weeks and was already counted an expert in the work 
he had €hosen. He was still preaching in the New York 
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dmrch. '* Supplying the pulpit,^' he called it, till they could 
get hold of a man they would be willing to call, for he had 
steadily refused to listen to their arguments, and they had 
settled down to wait for a time, hoping to make him see the 
light after he had tasted a little of the weariness of toil and 
lost some of his high spirits ; for there was no denying the fact 
that they wanted to find no other man in his place as long as 
they could possibly keep him. Also some of the committee 
had an eye to that hundred thousand dollars. 

He was intensely interested in the work he was doing and 
the people he was among. He had taken board in one of the 
little gray houses where the husband and father had been 
recently kiUed in one of the ma<;hines, and where the young 
son, barely seventeen, was the only wage earner left for a fam- 
ily of seven. The woman was exceptionally clean and careful 
and Treeves had a little whitewashed room to himself, fur- 
nished with a canvas cot, a chair, a wooden table and his trunk- 
He had some army blankets to supplement the scanly bed 
clothes, and he felt entirely com^fortable. He was doing just 
what he wanted to do, get close to the people. He wore the 
same kind of coarse, cheap clothes that they wore, and ate 
at the oHdoth-covered table ia their kitchen the same kind of 
food they ate. They thought him one of themselves. His 
genial smile and kindly ways won their hearts and his broad 
shoulders and strength won their respect. Also, although he 
had shown him-self a skillful and rapid worker he never was 
averse to helping one of them, and never showed any desire to 
show up better than anyone else in the eyes of the foreman, 
which won their admiration. He was so imassunung that as 
yet they had not even been curious about him, for although 
his speech was diflPerent from theirs, he had plenty of army 
slang, and democratic ways, and those who earn their living 
and grow dog-weary with the struggle against hunger and 
poverty axe not curious concerning those who drop down 
among them and toL as they do, falling in with their con* 
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ditions and habits. He was clean, very clean, that was the 
only thing they noticed strongly, and many of them were that. 

Already he had made many friends and comrades among 
the workers; already there were overburdened women who had 
come to look upon him as a sort of angel of mercy; at night 
gathering their little children around him and playing games 
and telling stories. A little sid^ child in the community 
would rather have '^ Tree'* as they took to calling him, to hold 
him and pet him than his own mother, and many an aching 
back and arms that were heavy with carrying a sick baby 
were relieved for a blessed hour when John Treeves had fin- 
ished his work and eaten his supper and was ready to give 
himself to the people. 

In one of the side streets of lower New York, in a quiet 
boarding house, he had a room where he kept his Sunday 
clothes, his books and his writing desk. Here on Saturday 
nights he would betake himseK, going iu at dusk with his 
rough, cheap suit he had worn from The Plant, a shoddy over- 
coat with collar turned up and an old cap drawn over his 
eyes, aud coming out the next morning fine and comely in 
the garments that befitted his station. As yet the reporters 
had not got onto his trail, and he came and went in peace. 
They had besieged him on Sunday for interviews, and he had 
smilingly told them a few brief facts, stating that he was away 
all Ihe week, only coming to New Yoric for the Sabbath, and 
that his home was in Maple Brook. The few that had perse- 
vered far enough to take a trip to Maple Brook had ^t very 
little satisfaction out of it; Mrs. Bumside, telling them that 
* he came and went now and again, and you never could tell 
when he'd be there and when not. Mostly he waa writing or 
reading or walking up the mountain when he did come.' Those 
who had ventured went back with a constructed story about 
his love of nature, and his habits of study, but no one had as 
yet found out the truth. Horliss-Cole had managed to conceal 
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it from all but two of the committee so far that he had allowed 
the mindster to work in his plant. 

The morning after the death of Calvin Treeves his nephew 
was almost late at the works. He had been sitting up all 
night with a sick boy whose mother was worn out> and he 
looked worn and tired himself. Little lines that took away 
the boyish look were beginning to show themselves around his 
eyes since he came to live at The Plant, for life, as not even 
the war had shown it, had been passing like a panorama before 
his eyes, and he was meeting great problems every day. The 
burden of sin and poverty had been laid upon his shoulders, 
and he was wondering how he could lift more of it from others 
not so able to bear it. 

He went quietly to his machine, greeting the men aboat 
him with a smile. He had a pleasant word for everyone, but 
he was not talkative that morning as he went about putting 
his machine in order for the day. 

*^ Well, I guess, Buddie, you wisht your name was anything 
but John this morning, don^cha ? ^^ 

"How^fi that?^' asked John Treeves pleasantly, always 
ready to enter into conversation, even if it were but a joke 
on himself. 

" Ain^t you seen the papers yet this morning? *' asked tiie 
other wonderingly. For Treeves had distinguished himself 
by being one of the few men who took the morning paper and 
read it on the way down to the shop. 

''Why, no,'* he said, "I stayed all night with Johnny 
Fusco and didn't get back to my room. What's the news ? '' 

"Only another millionaire croked, that's all," said the 
workman cheerily, clinking his oilcan into a slot> and mop- 
ping it off with a big, dirty rag. Oh, man ! If all that money 
could just be divided between us hard-working men there'd 
be some justice in things ! If I had my way every rich man 
would have to leave his property to the state at his deaih, and 
the state would divide it up. No one gets any of it that has 
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over a certain income, big enough to live comfortably on. 
Then things would keep evening themselves up all the 
time, see?*' 

" Why, yes, I see that some men could be lazy all their 
lives and still have enough to live on while the rest of us would 
have to work all the harder to make up for them, and not get 
any more for it. You wouldn't get very far on that plan.'' 

" Well, there's something wrong somewhere," said the man. 
looking puzzled. His philosophy couldn't carry him far into 
the subject because all he said was repeated from what he had 
heard in labor agitation meetings and books on socialism, and 
even those were a little mixed. But he went on : '^ N"ow take it 
here. This man's left his millions; I don't know how many 
of them there is, more'n anybody else in New York has, I 
guess; anyhow, it's a lot, and he's left 'em all to his nephew, 
some little runt of a sissy, or some big fat slob that will lie 
back and roll around in luxury while WE WORK for him ! 
I say that's imf air ! Now, if it could be left to a man like you, 
why it would be different ! You would know what to do with 
it, but these here lazy millionaires that hez to hev their 
beefsteak cut up f er 'em every morning before they can eat it. 
It gives me a pain in the neck. I say it ain't fair. I says to 
Billy, I sez: Oh, boy! Wish I was that Dunham Treeves 
feller this morning; wouldn't I make the cash fly I " 

" Dunham Treeves ! " said Treeves looking up with a sud- 
den start. 

" Yes, that's the young feller's name what's got all that 
money, millions and millions. Same name as yours; ain't 
that funny? That's why I said I guessed you wisht your 
name was anything but John. Call me anything. Call me 
Dunham, so it's Treeves. Ha 1 Ha ! " 

John Treeves had been through too many experiences not 
to have learned a good control of his face. It served him well 
now, for after the first quick flicker of his eyelashes his face 



804 THE TRYST 

became unreadable, and he turned away to polish up a spot <» 
his machine, saying only: 

*'Well, that is curious, isn't it?'' But his hand shook 
as he started his machine on its daily clatter, and he pushed 
the pieces of metal through mechanically with his thoughts 
far away. 

After a few minutes' rapid work he suddenly stopped his 
machine and went in search of the foreman, explaining that 
he had been up all night and would like to get off for a 
little while. 

*^ He's all in," explained his neighbor workman. *' I seen 
he looked white when he come in this morning. He didn't 
make as miuoh fuss as I thought he would about that young 
millionaire feller havin' the same name as him. I thought it 
was real curious. 

John Treeves hurried out to find a morning paper -and 
saw the flaring headlines. ''CALYIN TREEVES, The 
MULTIMILLION'AIRE, dies of heart failure in the South. 
His nephew, the famous young preacher of this city, inherits 
the entire fortune which it is supposed will prove to be 
much larger than is known." There followed a sketch of 
Calvin Treeves's life and attainments, the number of dubs 
he belonged to and the town and country houses owned 
by him. The account stated that the death ccouxred quietly 
with Mr. Treeves's faithful old man-servant, who had attended 
upon him for thirty-five years, as his only companion. 

John Treeves stood es if stunned. A great reproach came 
to HiTTi that he had not tried to do more for his uncle while 
he was alive, and regret that he had never made the slightest 
attempt to bring him to the knowledge of his Christ. All his 
life he had harbored a feeling almost amounting to hatred 
toward the man who might have been so much to his mother 
and had not been. Until his vision upon the mountain, he 
had openly acknowledged this attitude, and rather been proud 
of it than otherwise, but since his new faith in Christ and the 
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love that had come into Ms heart for all the world, he discov- 
ered that this feeling had changed and melted into one of deep 
pity. He had been planning to run down again soon and see 
the old man and try to bring a little cheer into his life. He 
had been deeply touched by his nncle's seeming to care about 
him. It somehow seemed to wipe out the past; and now 
he was surprised to find that he had a feeling of being alone in 
the world, all close of kin gone ! 

Of the matter of the fortune he thought little. It was a 
mistake of course. His uncle had distinctly said he would 
not leave him the inheritance if he did not give up his plans 
and come to live with him, and he had positively declined. 
There could be nothing in it of course. In fact, he had so 
little care about it that he promptly forgot it until later, 
when he heard the men at The Plant talking about it and 
wishing it had been left to them. 

As soon as John Treeves had finished reading the accoimt 
in the paper he went to the telejAone office and called up 
Hespur on long distance. He had no very definite idea or 
plan save to express his sympathy and to ask if there was any- 
thing he could do. 

Old Heepur greeted him with relief: "Is that you, Mr. 
Treeves ? Oh, well, then! We've been telegraphing hither and 
yon to find you. Yes, sir, weVe bringing the body home to 
New York, sir, the old residence on the Avenue, sir. It was 
his wish, sir, that you should have the service; just a short 
one, sir. Mostly Bible and praying, sir, if you don't mind the 
mention. He called me three weeks ago, one day, and he says, 
' Hespur, if I should ever die,' just casual like, sir. He says, 
' Hespur, I'd like you to see that there isn't any lauding and 
praising and talking about me. Just let me slip out quiet 
like,' he says, ' with a bit of a prayer and a verse,' he says, * and 
I'd like my nephew to say them. I've been an old sinner, 
and he knows it,' he says, b^ging his pardcm, sir, ' but I'd like 
him to say all there is to say, and 111 not have a mummery,* 
20 
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just like that he eays it! Begging your pardon, air, for sug- 
gesting, but I thought youM like to know/' 

*^ Yes, Hespur, I^m glad to know,'* said John Treeves in 
a husky Toice deeply touched by the old servant's words. *' I 
wish I had known he was going. I would have liked to see 
him again. I think I was too hard on him.*' 

^' Not a bit of it, sir ! He said so himself, sir I And he 
wouldn^t have it that I should tell you. He wanted you to 
stick by in New York. He's been reading of your sermons, 
sir, and he's well pleased. But I'll tell you all that when I 
«ee you." 

" Do you wish me to come down at once, Hespur ? " 

'* No, Mr. Treevee, begging your pardon, now that we're 
found you I think we will start immediately. We've wired and 
made all arrangements. The doctor was his friend and knew 
all about his wishes. He'll come with me, sir. If you could 
jujst see to things at that end. You'll find all our telegrams 
at the Treeves office in the city. And you might meet, us as 
near as Philadelphia if that won't be too much trouble, sir. 
There's scarcely time to come down and go back. Thank you 
kindly, Mr. Treeves, and 111 turn everything over to you 
when we get there, and I hope as how you'll approve." 

John Treeves called up the Treeves lawyer in the city, 
discovered that the arrangements for the funeral were com- 
pleted, learned the hour of the service, and a few other details 
that were necessary, and then went back to his work. The 
other men looked up surprised when he returned to his 
machine. Somehow they had not expected him, and his white, 
grave face made them suddenly sorry for him : 

*' You hadn't oughta set up two nights running. Tree ! " 
said Billy passing that way to get a drink of water. " 'Taint 
right to get no sleep at all. Man can't stand that and vrork. 
You'd oughta lay off to-day." 

Treeves smiled wanely: 

** I had some sleep last evening, Billy ; 111 be all right." 
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He was touched at the sympathy the men displayed because 
they thought he was not well. It made his heart glad to think 
that he had won them that far. Then he sighed to think hov^ 
much there was to do yet for them ere he could hope to have the 
hold on them by which he might lead them to his Saviour. ^ 

John Treeves finished out his day^s work, for he did not 
wish the men to suspect that he was in any way connected with 
the dead millionaire, or all he had accomplished during the 
weeks of his life among them might be swept away. They 
would be as aloof as if he lived in a separate star and look 
on him at once with suspicion if they thought he belonged 
to the moneyed class, even by so slight a connection as a 
disowned nephew. 

But he explained to his foreman that he must be away at 
a funeral of a near relative, and quietly slipped away at dusk, 
after having assured himself that Johnny Fusco was out of 
danger and on the mend. 

All the way up from Philadelphia where John Treeve» 
boarded the private car which was carrying the old man's 
body in state, Treeves sat with the old servant listening to the 
account of the last few weeks of his uncle's life. His heart 
grew humble and shamed as he learned how the L6rd had 
used his own sermons to bring conviction and salvation to the 
old sinner's soul. Often the tears flowed unchecked as Hespur 
told the story in simple, plain words, leaving nothing out. 
Hespur was eloquent because he loved the old Tvifln and he 
wanted the nephew to understand. 

He had told parts of the story once before to Miss Sylvia 
Cole, at her own request, because he believed his master would 
wunt her to know, and because he believed she had a right to 
know. She had listened in quiet grief to the end and then 
had thanked him. And he had turned with gentle dignitj' 
prepared to put the interview so far from his miud that it 
would be sealed henceforth even from his own thoughts; but 
she spoke again : 
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^'Hesptir, what are you going to do now? I mean — 
afterward.'^ 

He turned and answered gravely : 

*^ I shall look after the young master now. Miss CJole,'* 

*^ Of course ! *' she said thoughtfully. " I had forgotten. 
I was going to say if you had nowhere else that I — but it is 
better so/* 

Hespur looked at her with a wonderful deference in his 
true eyes : 

*^ My lady ! ** he said with a low bow of acknowledgment 
" My lady, I thank you ! If it ever came to that I should be 
glad, too. But at present there is the young master, and I 
promised Mister Treeves, my lady, that I would stay by him 
and look after him/' 

'^Yes, that is right, Hespur. You are a good man, 
Hespur. I feel as if you were — ^my FRIEND I '* And Miss 
Sylvia Cole got up from her chair, came across to where he 
stood, and took that old servant's hand in a warm grasp of 
perfect equiality. 

After the funeral John Treeves and old Hespur were asked 
to return to the big, dark library and listen to the reading of 
the will. As the nearest relative, the only one present, John 
Treeves, went of course, but he went with little interest, 
expecting to listen to a long list of hospitals, libraries and col- 
leges to whom bequests were to be made. He had already 
decided that if his uncle had relented so far as to leave him 
a small sum he would devote it to helping make the lives of his 
fellow-workmen brighter and better. He had not yet any- 
thing but vague ideas, but if it should prove to be a few 
hundreds, or even a thousand or two, there were a number of 
things that were terribly needed. If he only could buy out- 
right a few houses and fix them up ! But of course that was 
impossible. It was Horliss-Cole's plant, and he was only a 
workman- He must do his work quietly. There would be 
little lame Jose who needed an operation, and the two children 
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of Fortiinato who needed glasses, and the old woman, 
Congetta, who ought to have special treatment for the asthma. 
Oh, well, he could use a lot of money of course if he had it. 
How grand, for instance, it would be if he could build a big 
board structure in which he could hold meetings! He had 
broached the subject of church services in the amusement hall 
to Horliss-Cole, but he had not thought well of it. He said 
the people had their own churches and he should not care to 
interfere with their religion. He calmly ignored the fact that 
The Plant was several miles from any kind of a church, and 
the people neither owned cars nor had the carfare to go to 
New York for service. Treeves's heart ached for an oppor- 
tunity to tell these people the Gospel story. As it was, he 
could only live it quietly day by day and trust to chance oppor- 
tunities to speak to souls and tell stories to the children. 

When the will was read, leaving practically all of the vast 
fortune whose sum total was so great that it was fairly incom- 
prehensible in every-day termfi, to "my beloved nephew, 
J. Dunham Treeves, without hindrance or conditions,'^ John 
Treeves sat dumb, staring, unable to realize what had taken 
place. With the exception of a few paltry legacies to distant 
relatives and old servants, the estate went intact. The money 
he had declined, run away from, and scorned, had come down 
upon him in spite of himself 1 

At first he was almost inclined to think there must be 
something wrong, and this was a will made before his uncle 
had talked with him. But when he found that it was made 
only three weeks before, and after he had read the letter which 
Calvin Treeves had written to be given him after the reading 
of the will, he began to understand. 

The letter was short, written by the old man himself, and 
quite characteristic. It ran : 

"Dear Nephew: Well, you've beaten me out! You've had your 
way and I like you all the better for it I You wouldn't be bought, 
and you showed mie my money wasn't worth anything, so here it is! 
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Bo wliat you want with it, only don't ever let it get between yoa and 
God or love. I'm an old reprobate. I've told God about it, and if all 
jou preach is true I guess He's forgiven me and going to give me 
another deal somehow. If I get in over there I'm going to hxmt up 
that mother of yours right away and apologize on my knees to her. 
She's a winner, and I'm an old fool and a sinner. If the blood of 
Jesus Christ you talk about can save me, it can save anyone in the 
world. You tell 'em so from me if you find a chance, and maybe that'll 
help to make up for some of the harm I've done. You didn't want the 
money so maybe that'll keep away the curse that goes with it. And 
I want you to know I'm proud of you boy; and your preaching has 
brought me to trust in the blood of Jesus Christ to save my fool soul I 

Your mistaken old uncle who loves you, 

Calvin Troeves." 

John Treeves lcx>ked up from the letter and met the 
lawyer^s obsequious glance, looked around the luxuriously fuj- 
nished library of the stately old mansion where his own father 
had been born, and realized that it was aU his, and then bowed 
his head in his hands. 

He would not stay there that night. He said he must 
think. He promised to meet old Hespur there the first of the 
following week. So he went out into the crisp evening air 
of the city, and walked awuy from his ancient mansion, and 
took the troUey to the works. That night he slept on the 
little hard cot in Congetta^s wee white-washed room, took his 
breakfast on the oilcloth-covered table with the clean little 
children, FiUcie and Eosina and Salvator and Dominico and 
Jose; went down the little aisle of a sidewalk to the shop, 
where he took his place as usual at his machine, spoke to 
BiUy and John and Nick ; laughed with the men as if nothing 
had happened. 

The reporters besieged the old house and tormented the 
life out of Hespur, who met them all with the cool reply that 
his young master was out of town for a few days and it w»s 
uncertain when he would return. But Hespur knew more than 
he told them, more even than the most of the committee of the 
old New York church where John Treeves preached, for he 
had gathered up his hat and overcoat from a handy doeet 
near the door, and quietly followed his young master at a safe 
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dicrtance out into the night. As it was not the first time 
that he had shadowed him, he had no trouble in keeping him 
in sight, and he came back later, having waited outside the 
little gray and white shanty until every light went out, and 
he was assured that the inmates were asleep, and having 
possessed himself of a list of those inmates by a careful ques- 
tioning of a little boy in the street who accepted certaia coins 
greedily in exchange for his information. Hespur was no 
fool. He put two and two together, and held kis pe^ce. He 
believed in the young master. Also, he believed in hik Christ. 

He busied himself in setting the house to rights with the 
help of the servants who took care of it usually, and making 
it as it should be for the reception of the new master, but 
as he did it he questioned whether after all it was not a 
superfluous task. He doubted if that democratic young man 
would ever live and move and have his being amiong those 
costly surroundings. He had to admit that he would have 
enjoyed laying out fine raiment and serving him in lordly 
halls, but if his master saw things otherwise he was ready 
even to follow him down to that little gray and white shanty 
at the works and serve him there with thrilling hands. Was 
he not his master ? Did he not love him well ? Was he in turn 
not serving the same Christ to whom the old servant had but 
recently dedicated himself ? 

Hespur went to church that Sunday and heard his young 
master preach, sitting in a quiet comer under the gallery 
looking as much a gentleman as any whom he had ever served. 
Sunday night John Treeves came back to the ancestral house. 

He had spent the week working in fte shop, living with 
his fellow-workmen, and thinking. He had taken the noon 
train on Saturday out to Maple Brook and without stopping 
to accept Mrs. Bumside^s hospitality, much to that good 
woman^s distress, he had walked down the hard frozen road, 
across the bridge, and climbed the mountain to his trysting 
place. It was a long walk for a short stay, for it was very 
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cold. But the stars were bright^ and the midnight train must 
be caught back to the city. John Treeves felt he could not 
decide what to do next without getting to this quiet place 
where he could almost feel God standing dose beside him, 
where the presence of the Christ seemed to illumine the dark, 
and bring light to his soul and understanding to his mind. 
There was no other place in the world as still and alone-with- 
God as this, where his mother had been with him, and where 
he had first found Jesus. 

When he went back on the late train his face looked rested 
and quiet and the great purpose that had been forming in 
his soul seemed crystalized in his eyes. He knew now what he 
was goiug to do. 

Sunday night he and Hespur sat up late, and Hespur was 
telling him much about the old master, and about the effect of 
his own sermons on him. 

'' And now, Mr. Treeves, master '^ — ^he looked at the young 
man with the utmost devotion — ^^ Fm ready at your command. 
I promised the old master that I would stick to you and care 
for you as I've cared for him and I mean to keep my word.'* 

Treeves smiled a kindly appreciative smile: 

** That's good of you, Hespur, Fm sure,'* he said, *^ but 
you see that's not necessary at all. I've never had a valet or a 
servant of any kind in my life and I wouldn't know what 
to do with one." 

" That's all right. Mister Treeves, master, but there's pleniy 
of things I can find to do to make it easier for you, and I'm 
quite used Hot to having to be told. I've served in the 
Treeves family for nigh on to forty years, take it all in all, 
and I'm not thinking to stop now. I come straight to 
Mr. Treeves's when I first come to this country. I was first 
footman, then butler, and then he took me for his personaL** 

"Yes, I know, Hespur, it's a long service and I'm sorry 
to break it up, but you see I'm not like my uncle. I wasnt 
brought up to this kind of life and I wouldn't be able to stay 
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here-'* He looked around on the costly trappings everywhere, 
** It is quite too grand for me. I don't know just tiiat I'd 
want to sell the house, perhaps not. I haven't made any plans 
yet. I think Fd keep it though for the present at least. 
You see my father was 'bom here. I should want to get to 
know and love the place for his sake." 

Hespur's eyes softened. 

" I remembered your father quite well, sir. He favored 
you a great deal in his looks, sir, that firm set to his shoulders, 
too, but your eyes, I've heard say they were your mother's." 

" Yes," said Treeves gently, ** they said my eyes were like 
hers. But she had wonderful eyes ! " He was thinking now. 

Hespur's attitude said, **And so have you," but his lips 
moved only to say "I'm at your service, master, however 
that may be." 

Treeves looked troubled. 

" Look here, Hespur, I'm really sorry to spoil your plans, 
but indeed I can't take you. Perhaps we could arrange to let 
you stay here for a while, and of course I'll see that you don't 
suffer financially ^" 

" It's not necessary, sir, the old master he saw to that, sir. 
I've a stipend twice as large as need be for the rest of my 
natural life. I ask no wages from you ever. I only ask 
to stay and care for you, sir." 

"Indeed, Hespur, this is devotion and I appreciate it, 
but — ^weU — ^you don't understand, of course. I'm not just a 
regular minister. I don't intend to stay in that big, wealthy 
church. It isn't my work at all. I amuse them and I 
antagonize them, but I'm not doing them a bit of good. I've 
got to get next to real men who are working and doing things. 
I've taken service under the heavenly Master, Hespur. You 
said you'd read some of my sermons, then perhaps you know 
what I've said there about it. I am trying to serve Christ 
and I feel He wants me to get down among the poor and 
needy cuid lead them to Him if I can. I live in a very plain 
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way right among the woiking people, Hespnr; tliere'B so place 
there for a servant.'' 

^ Oh, I know, master, sir, I know,** said Hespnr qoieUj. 
** IVe «een \he wee shanty where yon sleep at ni^^ and the 
siarved little children that huddle aronnd the table tiiere at 
your meals. I know you're working in a factory at a machine, 
I know, and Fm not afraid. For, Mr. Treeves, master, sir, Fve 
taken service nnder the same Jesns Christ, sir, and I^ ready 
to go with you into any little shanty yoa want^ sir, only so I 
can stay and take care of you, sir.^ 

The look on John Treeves's face changed into a glorified 
one. He sprang to his feet and pnt ont both hands^ grasping 
the other man's firmly, heartily : 

*' Then we're brothers, Hespur, aren't we ? Gome on where 
yon will. We belong together from now on, I guesa. I hope 
you won't be worried at me. I'm afraid I'm quite different 
from what youll think I ought to be." 

'*I11 not worry, sir. I promised the old master I'd 
stick, and if you wouldn't let me, why then I'd stick anyway, 
and I'm quite proud to be your serving man, sir." 

" But you must remember, Hespur, no servant about it. 
You are my brother, remember ! " 

*' Have it the way you like, sir, I'm taking care of you; 
thaf s all that matters to me, sir ! " 

John Treeves stuck to his job at The Plant until closing 
hours day after day, and the men he worked with saw no 
change in him. But as soon as dusk came on he hurried into 
his street clothes and took his way to the ciiy. He had trans- 
ferred his belongings now for convenience from the cheap 
little boarding house to the big mansion uptown, but he kept 
his room in the boarding house and went there always to make 
himself more presentable for his evening's work, for he did 
not care to have the limelight on his life just now, and wanted 
to do everything possible to prevent talk, even among the few 
servants he had retained in his own house. 
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And on that very first Monday evening after his talk with 
Hespur he went to work on the plans that had come to him 
for his work, while he walked under the stars that night on 
the mountain at Maple Broook and talked with God about 
his fortune. 

Before the end of the week he had bought a large section 
of land on the opposite shore from The Plant, covering several 
thousand acres of meadow and wooded land, and including 
the little hill overlooking the river, where Patty had sat on 
that day when she had gone by herself for a holiday. By 
Saturday evening, also, he had found the great man who was 
great enough to be small enough to understand what he 
wanted. Together they sat over pencils and papers, evening 
after evening, talking and planning and drawing and erasing 
and drawing again. Also, in the afternoons, as soon as 
Treeves was free from the shop he would shove out from the 
shore a little old canoe he had purchased from another work- 
man and paddle across the river to meet the great man over 
on Patiy^s hillside. Then the two would wander over the 
meadows, and through the woodland, and stop, point, measure, 
pace it off, drive little stakes, and wander on to do the same 
thing over again. 

There was no danger of anyone interrupting them, for the 
little village for whose convenience the ferry went across had 
straggled farther down the river and no one had come up over 
the brow of the hill to build. The land had belonged to a 
large estate, the owners of which would not divide. So there 
was nothing to invade or annoy and no one to spy on 
their plans. 

One of John Treeves's stipulations had been that whatever 
was done should be done quickly, because he believed that now 
was the time to do a thing, not to-morrow or next year. And 
because there was no lack of money to back his enterprise, and 
because the times were hard and men were eager for work, 
prices being so high and people being afraid to buy or bxald 
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or indeed do anything that they could help doing, the keeping 
of this stipulation was altogether possible. 

In the second week a small army of men arrived with picks 
and shovels, and the plans laid ont by the little stakes and 
cords became a reality in neatly dug squares and trenches. 
Stone began to arrive in big automobile trucks from a quarry 
that had been discovered not many miles away, and to enter 
the new tract from above and beyond the hill, quite out of 
sight of the little village, and also hidden from the sight of 
The Plant across the river by a thickly wooded road which 
ran on the top of the bluff for some miles along the bank. 

The first work was done at the far edge of the new land, 
quite back from the river, and the men were brought in the 
morning and carried away at night by large truck loads so 
that none of the people in the settlement at The Plant ever 
saw or heard or guessed what was going on. That, too, was a. 
part of the plan of John Treevee, who had worked it all out 
in detail as he ran his sheets of metal into his machine and 
turned out good work, and much of it, day after day. 

It is surprising how much can be done when there axe 
workers enough, and money enough, and above all, will enough. 
In a very short time there had come a great change over the 
tract of land that John Treeves had purchased. It had been 
bought under the name of his lawyers, and the Treeves name 
did not appear in public at all, so that no one in that region 
had the slightest idea what was going on, or who was at the 
bottom of it. The people at The Plant knew that John Treeves 
often went out in a canoe on the river after his work was done, 
and they marvelled that he cared to exercise so hard after a 
long day's work, but they went no further in their curiosity 
about him. 

And then one day the army of workers broke through the 
sheltering screen of evergreens and came out to dig in full 
sight of the opposite bank. They looked like myriads of ants 
crawling over the bluff from the wharf by The Plants but no 
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one noticed for several days. Then some one asked if they 
were fixing an auto road over on the opposite shore, and some 
one else said he heard tlie sound of sawing and hamtnering 
and wondered if they were thinking of putting up another 
manufactory opposite. Perhaps it would be in their same line 
and then Horliss-Cole would be mad. He wanted the whole 
shore to himself. Another idle speculator in gossip declared 
he had heard that a rich man was building himself a home; 
and so the matter passed for sometime and no one took the 
trouble to go over and see. Strangers passing on long- 
distance automobile journeys, slowed up and wondered at the 
clusters of beautiful little stone structures that were rising 
andNwondered what the great cellar in the center was for, and 
the other one farther oflE to the right, and those two other 
large ones. Perhaps it was a hotel with private cottages 
attached. How charming! They must look it up when they 
returned, might be a pleasant place to spend the summer 
sometime when they couldn't get away from the city far ! But 
no one from the region close around came to investigate imtil 
the preliminary work was all done. 

There was one especial little bungalow, just in the edge of 
the woods, with a glimpse out one way toward the river alM 
over the little hill, and with a glance out the other toward 
the largest structure that was slowly rising stone by stone over 
in the very center of the big hiU that sloped gently down 
to the river in front This bungalow seemed to suddenly 
spring into full-fledged houseship in a night, and one morning 
men from The Plant looked over as usual, and looked again, 
and then squinted their eyes, and looked a third time. Was 
that a house over there ! A house ! It mu^t be the sunlight 
on the water creating a mirage. No, it was a little stone 
house with porches and a wide chimney on the outside running 
all the way up. There were hemlocks about it and it somehow 
had the air of always having been there. It was not large 
nor grand, but pretty and cosy. Oh, so cosy I A parfee^ 
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dream of a little home where one might be happy t Mem 
pointed it out to one another and couldn't understand it, and 
wished they had time to go over and investigate. It couldn't 
be that that house had been there all winter and they not have 
Been it. It wasn't possible it was one of those patent hang- 
me-up houses. It looked substantial and as if it belonged 
there. It was built of solid masonry. 

It was this special house that Hespur came over every day 
or two in the car to watch, and advise about He made tiiem 
put the butler's pantry in just the right spot, and planned 
all the closets and windows with a view to comfort and ease, 
and he watched the fireplace with a jealous care. And once 
as he stood with his hands behind his back musing over the 
mullion window that was being set in the stone in the peak 
of the roof, he murmured softly to himself: 

" Oh, I wonder if the old master can see it. I wonder 
now! What a comfort he would a-took with it setting in 
front of that fire, now wouldn't he, poor dear 1 " 

And evening after evening as John Treeves and the great 
man who was helping him in this wonderful operation worked 
away on the wide mahogany desk with their great sheets of 
drawings and plans, Hespur would stand behind Treeves's 
chair and watch and listen and assent. Now and then Treeves 
would ask his advice, and Hespur's eyes would shine and he 
would always answer with alert readiness to suggest, yet never 
for a moment lost his sense of their relation as master and 
servant. Nevertheless, underneath his dignity, old Hespur 
was never forgetting that night when John Treeves took him 
by the hand and called him *' brother." 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

**You never told me/^ said Miss Cole thoughtfully one 
morning about two weeks after Calvin Treeves's funeral, 
^' what you did with the rest of your twenty-five dollars. You 
surely couldn^t have spent it all on a dinner for that woman 
and flowers for the Italian girl. Of course, if it's private I 
don't mind, only if it isn't it would be interesting to know.'* 

Patty smiled and looked worried. 

" I didn't tell you because I was afraid you might perhaps 
not agree with me about it." 

'^What's that to do with it? I told you to spend it the 
way you wanted to, didn't I? Well, I meant it. Out 
with it!" 

Patty laughed. 

^T^ell, I suppose you'll think it was throwing it away, but 
I gave it to Mary della Camera to make a nucleus for a fund 
for getting her Angelo out of jail. She said if he could get 
out on bail he might be able to get some proof that would clear 
him. I knew twenty dollars wouldn't go far, but I thought it 
might start some lawyer till he got interested, and maybe 
someone else would help them out if they had a start." 

Miss Cole's eyes were on her thoughtfully. 

"Well, you seem to have done a good many things for 
other people out of that twenty-five dollars. But I'm sure I 
don't see where your holiday came in. However, it was a great 
thing to do, I should think. Why didn't you tell me sooner 
and let me help ? Suppose you go over and find out how they 
are coming on and see if they need more. If they do, I'll 
send my check." 

"Oh, Miss Cole, that would be beautiful! But — but I 
think maybe I ought to tell you that I don't think your brother 
would approve. I've been some troubled about it ever since lest 

810 
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maybe I ought not to have done it, living in his house this 
way. It wasn't well — quite loyal to the family, but I somehow 
had to do it/' 

^' Nonsense, why shouldn't my brother approve ? '' 

Patty told her how she had gone to him about the shooting 
and he had told her to keep still about it. 

Miss Cole snifEed. 

**H'mI Well, I don't always approve of him by any 
means. Bring me my check book. Now, get your hat and 
be ready to go. It's a bright spring day and you lieed a change. 
If thaf s your idea of a holiday, have another." 

So Patty fluttered off quite happily. It was exciting to 
be the bearer of such a substantial check as Miss Cole had 
made out, and her eyes shone bright as two stars as she took 
the trolley for The Plaot. 

It was a great welcome she received at the little gray 
fihanty, and the family gathered around and touched her 
shyly, her beautiful dress, her coat, the bit of fur she wore 
around her neck. They looked at her hat and the little jewel 
that fastened the lace just below her white throat, and they 
looked at her lovely face. They said brokenly, **You nica 
lady ! " And when Mary della Camera came from her office 
work at lunch time her eyes shone gloriously, and her pale 
cheeks grew the faintest rose underneath the clear oUve. The 
eyes grew sad again almost immediately, however. 

*^ I thank you. But I am afraid it is no use. There are 
too many against it. Too many 1 " she sighed. *' That Ivan. 
He hates him! He wanted to go around with me, but I 
wouldn't. I go with Angelo only, and he hates him! He 
would kill him if he got the chance. I don't like that Ivan! 
He is sly! He pretends to be a friend, but I think he is 
an enemy ! " 

They carried Patty around from house to house, showing 
her off, and she took the little babies in her arms and played 
with them, and found out all about the mother's troubles. 
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They took her to Congetta's, to the house where Treeves 
boarded, and Patty had no idea that upstairs, treasured away 
in the bottom of his trunk, lay a snapshot of herself taken 
five years before with two long braids down her back and a 
big white hat tilted back on her head. If she had known that 
at this hour John Treeves usually entered that little gray 
door and sat down at that oilcloth-covered table for his dinner, 
she would have flown on swift wings away from the place and 
never gone back. But happily for her John Treeves had been 
suddenly called across the river in his little canoe to see about 
some point of question on the buildings, and had gone with- 
out his lunch that day and missed the sweetest sight he ever 
saw. Patty went happily on her angel way, promising a 
dolly here, a ball there, a strip of flannel for the old woman 
with the asthma and a pink bonnet for a new baby. It waa 
all a joyous time to Patty and she stayed so long going from 
house to house and putting down in her memorandum what 
she had promised so that she wouldn^t forget, that she quite 
forgot there would be no time to go across to her bluff again 
and watch the boats go down the river awhile. So she 
had to hurry away. But she left a trail of sunshine in her 
wake, and they called her the pretty lady with the smiling 
face. John Treeves heard of her, and wondered. Tried to 
connect her with someone in the city church, wondered if 
after all Marjorie Horliss-Cole had forgotten herself long 
enough to accept his suggestion of doing something for some- 
one else, and then forgot it again in his multiplicity of cares. 
But Patty went again many times with little gifts, some 
of them from Miss Cole, who was deeply interested in every 
detail of the visits, and one day she went to see Mary about 
something Miss Ck)le had suggested in Angelo's behalf, and 
finding her still at work doing extra time at the oflBoe, she, 
determined to take the ferry trip once more while she waited 
and discover whether there were violets on that bluff across 
the river. 
21 
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She stood watohing the water wash in silvery laps away 
from the side of the old boat^ and it was not until they were 
half-way across that she raised her eyes to the opposite bank 
and discovered the little stone house peeping out between 
the hemlocks. 

*^ Why ! ^* she said to herself. " I never saw that house 
before I How strange! Have I made a mistake and taken 
the wrong boat, or has the course of this ferry linie 
been changed?^' 

But, no, she could see the very log on which she had sat^ 
now as she looked to the little bluff. How strange I 

She got off the 'boat at the landing and danced up the 
hill on eager feet, standing shyly off by her log to look at the 
house, and discovering to her surprise that it was a new 
house, quite new, not yet finished. The workmen seemed 
to be still in it, fixing the window sashes. As she drew 
nearer, curious to see what it was like on closer acquaintance, 
she saw that there were other houses beyond, many of them» 
dropped here and there among the trees quite carelessly and 
naturally, as if they grew there and belonged. It was like 
a fairy tale, finding the empty meadow and woodside where 
she had wandered but six short months before all trimmed out 
with pleasant dwellings this way. 

There were walks laid out^ too, and in some places men 
were spreading cement upon them, and setting out hedges, 
and shrubs of various kinds. Vines were growing here and 
there by porches, young vines apparently just planted. She 
turned to look another way and there before her rose a 
winding path of broad, low steps as wide as a city sidewalk, 
leading up in a great easy curve to a wonderful building on 
the very top of the hill, in the midst of the whole settlement, 
ind now she saw that this was really the heart of the whole 
beautiful scheme, for each house, however it was set and 
wherever it was, faced toward this central building, half 
hidden from her eager gaze by the tail trees that were ji 
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putting out rich draperies of green. She turned into the 
winding stair and exclaimed in delight. At either side were 
broad stone railings or walls and men were working away 
at the front upper surfaces cutting letters in clear relief a 
sentence to a level, and sometimes one on the front of the 
stair rises. The first great curve of the railing swept around 
before her as she stepped up and the words that faced her, 
fully completed were ^' I was glad when they said unto me, 
Let us go up to the house of the Lord.'* 

*' Oh ! ^' said Patty. *^ How wonderful ! How beautiful ! 
Who could have thought of it ! ^' And then a memory came 
to her that brought a dreamy look to her eyes, that summer 
long ago and an afternoon on the vine-clad porch, an old 
engraving and a talk they had. The picture was of a temple 
set on a height, and children winding up a broad stair, singing 
as they went, and underneath the words : ^^ I was glad when 
they said unto me, let us go up to the house of the Lord. 
My feet shall stand in the holy place.'* How odd that this 
should be the same words ! The talk had started when she 
had said that she hated to go to the school church it was so 
dull and uniuteresting, and Mrs. Treeves had showed her this 
old picture and told her it had always been a kind of symbol 
of what she thought the Lord wanted His service to be to 
those who loved Him, happiness, and joy and willingness 
to serve. 

Patty went on up the broad stairs finding new verses at 
every turn. 

^* Come now, and let us reason together, saith the Lord. 
Though your sins be as scarlet they shall be as white as snow, 
and tbough they be red like crimson they shall be as wool. 
The blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin. 
The wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal life 
through Jesus Christ our Lord.*' 

*^ Come unto me all ye that labor and axe heavy laden, 
amd 1 will give you isaA. Take my yoke upon you and leam 
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of me for I am meek and lowly of heart and ye shall find rest 
unto your souls for my yoke is easy and my burden is light/' 

They wound along the etaircase on either side. Such 
beautiful stone letters, wrought with vines and flowers now 
and then, a single tiiought on each level. Now it was salvation 
from sin, now it was rest to the soul, now it was hope and 
joy and peace to be obtained. Always in tiny letters below 
there were the references, and Patty stopped several times 
to note them down in her little book that she carried in her 
handbag, they were such wonderful words that she wanted 
to find them again. Then at the last turn she came out from 
behiad dense growths of laurel and hemlock and pine, grouped 
like a portal, and there before her stood the church, a temple 
if there ever was one built upon earth, reminding one of the 
rare old cathedrals of the old world, yet with an air all its own 
that brought memories of the pattern given in the Mount. 
There was a great bell tower in which even then workmen were 
bii3y placing a chime of wonderful bells, and more stone 
cutters were chiselling away at the work about the entrance. 

" Jesus Christ the Chief Comer Stone/' 

^* The stone which the builders rejected, the same is become 
the Head of the comer.'' 

That was what she saw on the great comer stone. 

And there were other verses chiseled here and there, stand- 
ing out at you from the lily work on the pillars. Only lilies 
at first they seemed, and suddenly some word of God would 
stand clear to the eye, some starljling promise. Oh, it was 
marvellous ! What a brain and heart to have thought it out 
in these finest details ! 

And then, as she stepped up to the wide doorway, there 
stood Hespur, looking down at a bit of mosaic fiooring that 
had just been finished into which had been wrought the words 
in little golden cubes of stone, *' I had rather be a doorkeeper 
in the house of my Qod, than to dwell in the tents 
of wickedness." 
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There was deep feeling in the old eyea of the serving 
man as he looked up and saw her, and quite as if it were a 
natural thing to meet her there, he said in a huslqr voice, 
pointing to the words : 

" I^m thinking. Miss, that'll maybe be my job some day, 
•and I'd like it rarely well, I would I '' 

Her face kindled understandingly. 
It would be great, wouldn't it?'' she responded eagerly. 
What is this place, Hespur? Who built it? I just wan- 
dered into it Is it private properly ? " 

^^ Oh, why didn't he bring you here, Miss? It belongs to 
the young master. He's building it. Miss, for his people. 
The people over there at The Plant where he works. But 
you mustn't tell anybody. Not a soul, you know. He's keep- 
ing it for a surprise. When ifs done he's going to bring them 
over a few families at a time and rent them these little houses 
at cost, very low, Miss, less than cost, perhaps. He's not 
going to make any money on them, you know. And they're 
wonderful little houses, so cosy, so handsome, all different, 
fireplaces, little windows, bathrooms, quaint corners and seats 
and settles. Miss, you should go through them. He'll take 
you through, of course. But the people are not to know he's 
doing it. They will thmk some rich man has made the place. 
For he is just to be their fellow-workman, the man they know 
and love. He's figuring to preach to them here of a Sunday, 
but week days they'll work together just the same, and hell be 
one of them. That's his little house down there by the bluff 
overlooking the river. He'll live there, and I'm to keep house 
for him, and whatsoever sick or poor body he picks up to nurse 
for a while. We're going to move over next week. Down 
there is a school for the children, and over there is the hall 
where they'll have lectures and concerts and a band, and a 
place for the growners to study some, too, and over there that 
big pool; that's the swimming pool and gymnasium. Oh, it's 
going to be a fine little town some day. It's gladsome, it % 
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and I*m waiting to see their faces when they first give it a look 
over. He^s not got a name for it yet. He^s figuring on 
that now/' 

*' It ought to be called Joy ville ! '^ cried Patty, eagerly look- 
ing around with a swelling heart and eyes that were starry 
with the wonder of it all. So this was what he was doing 
with his money ! She might have known ! 

^^That^s the very thing, Miss! You^U have to tell him. 
Miss. He^s about here somewhere. He^U be here presently. 
He went in the church with the architect, something aibout the 
verses on the altar. He^U be out and take you aroimd. There's 
a lot more to see. The workmen's houses have every con- 
venience, even to machines for working that run by electricity. 
You see he's figuring to make life a little easier for the women 
folks so they will have more time to bring up the children 
in the right way, and there's to be Mothers' classes to teach 
them how. I hear all the talk and it's wonderful, Miss. Step 
this way and we'll find the master ! " 

But Patty was looking at her >mst watch in a great hurry. 

^^ I'm sorry," she said with very red cheeks, ** but I mniet fly. 
I mustn't miss my boat. Miss Cole is expecting me. Another 
time, perhaps. It's been beautiful and wonderful — ^but I 
MUST go ! " and Patty turned and fairly flew down the long, 
low staircase and down the hill to the boat landing, looking 
aU the time furtively back, fearful lest she was being pursued. 

But somehow the name of JoyviUe got fastened to the 
new village. 



CHAPTER XXXIII 

The next morniiig Patty was sitting by the window with 
the morning papers around her, waiting for Miss Cole to be 
ready to have the news read to her. Miss Cole loved to hear 
Patty read, and they often talked over events together and 
had a pleasant time of it. But this morning just as Miss 
Cole seated herself in her willow chair, and drew her shawl 
around her shoulders to keep oflE the draught from the open 
window, Patty suddenly dropped the paper she had been 
glancing over and stood up. Her face was very white and her 
lips were trembling: 

^'Miss Cole,^' she said in a voice that she was evidently 
having hard work to control '^ could you excuse me a little 
while? I — ^I don't feel very well. I would — ^like to go to 
my room ! '' 

*^Why, of course, child!'' said Miss Cole looking up 
anxiously. " Patty was never ill. This was a new develop- 
ment. Isn't there something I can do for you? Some medi- 
cine ? Shan't I call the doctor ? " 

*^ Oh, no," said Patty, who was already almost out of the 
door. *'I'll be — all — aright — in a few — ^minutes!" There 
was a catch in her voice at the end that sounded almost like 
a sob. Miss Cole got up and looked down the hall after her, 
watched until Patty entered her own door, then she turned 
back puzzled and picked up the paper Patty had been reading, 
scanning the page where it had dropped. All at once under- 
standing came to her. Down in the lower comer of the last 
column she found a little item. 

^^ Daniel P. Merrill, the great western financier, has been 
lost at sea on his way home from a business trip to South 
America, where it is rumored he has been investigating silver 
mines. He leaves a wife and two daughters. The steamer 
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went down off the coast of Bra2dl and all on board were lost. 
No trace has as yet been found of the body and it is not 
expected that it will be recovered.^' 

^^ H^m ! '' said Miss Cole thoughtfully. Then she went and 
locked her door and sat down at the telephone table, calling 
up Western Union* She sent a tel^ram to her cousin in 
the West: 

*^Pind out immediately all you can about Daniel P. 
Merrill's movements and his family, financially and otherwise, 
especially the present whereabouts and a description of the 
daughter Patty. Wire me as soon as possible.'* 

Then she sat down to wait. Meantime Patty in her room 
was weeping her heart out. 

Later in the day the answer arrived. 

^^ Person in question lost at sea on way home from business 
trip to South America. Widow handsome, disagreeable, 
stylish and selfish. Daughter Evelyn more so. Daughter 
Patricia aibsent for some time. Can't get explanation of 
whereabouts. Family seem eager to conceal it. Financial 
affairs very much involved on account of death of father." 

'^H'ml'' said Miss Cole aloud to herself. '^I know a 
lot more, don't I ? " 

But Patty had cried out the storm of sorrow in her heart 
and got control of herself. She had knelt beside her bed and 
cried with her whole heart to the Helper John Treeves had 
been preaching about : 

^^Oh, Jesus Christ, this is Patty. Fm all alone now, 
daddy's gone. Won't you help me to bear it ? Won't you help 
me to know what to do? Help me now, because there is no 
one else to care." 

Then Patty got up and washed her face, drank the tea that 
the maid brought to the door with a message from Miss Cole 
asking how she was feeling, and bravely erased the traces 
of her recent tear storm. Then with a white face and dark 
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circles under her sad eyes ebe went back to Mis8 Cole and 
asked if she might read to her now. 

^^ Well, no, not now/' said that good woman eying Patty 
keenly. *^ I don't think you are fit. You need petting up. 
You found some bad news in the paper this morning, 
didn't you?'' 

Patiy started and looked troubled. 

^^Yes" — she hesitated — ^^^the death of — ^a — ^friend." 

*^ I'm very sorry — dear child ! " said Miss Cole in a nuost 
unusually tender tone that almost brought the tears again to 
Patty's eyes. **I won't harrow you by talking about it. 
Would you like to go away anywhere for a while, or make 
any diange in yofur plans? You know I can arrange things 
to suit your convenience." 

^^ Oh, no, thank you ! " said Patiy. ^ There's nothing I can 
do. I've decided it's best for me to stay right here." 

For Patty had been thinking it over and it seemed that 
she must keep entirely out of the way. The words that Evelyn 
had spoken about money led her to believe that there must 
have been financial reverses about which her father had not 
told her. Very likely he had gone to South America to try 
and save his fortune, and now that he was dead there would 
be less money than ever. She would not go back to compli- 
cate matters. Let Evelyn and her mother have what there 
was, she could earn her living. 

Miss Cole watched the white face doubtfully and wished 
she knew what to do. She was pretty sure that life was not 
made any easier for the girl by the fact that John Treeves 
was often at the house to see Marjorie. What a fool a man 
could be sometimes ! She had no patience whatever with him. 
She had almost a notion to call him into counsel and find out 
what he knew about Patty Merrill, only it didn't seem quite 
square to do that, and Miss Cole was always a good sport and 
tried to play fair. 

That very afternoon John Treeves had left the house in 
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Marjone^fl company and Patty had watched them go up the 
avenue, having caught a glimpse from the hall window as she 
passed. It was not easy to put it out of her mind. She began 
to wonder if her prayer had really been heard. It seemed 
as if everything that she had ever cared for was taken away 
fronx' her. Probably John Treeves was taking Marjorie to 
see his wonderful village, and she turned away and sighed. 
Then the memory of her great loss would roll over her over- 
whelmingly and she would draw a deep trembling sigh. 

Those sighs were the only outward sign that she was suffer- 
ing and they almost drove Miss Cole distracted. She spent 
her whole thoughts trying to find something with which to 
cheer Patty, and as soon as she left the room on an errand she 
sent off another telegram to her cousin : 

*^ Spare no expense in finding out if the father is really 
dead. Send some one down there if necessary. Cable for 
evidences. Say nothing to the family .*' 

Meantime Treeves and Marjorie walked up to the Park and 
sat down behind a screen of spring shrubs all in bloom: 

*' Now, Miss Marjorie,^' said Treeves, *^ Fve had a letter. 
I didn^t want to tell you at the house because some one might 
come in while we were talking and it might be misunderstood. 
You see, I don^t believe in anything underhanded, and your 
father is my friend. But I promised you I would find out if 
that young man was worthy of your interest and Fve kept 
my promise. I have to tell you that he^s all and more than 
you said. Fve made a thorough investigation. IVe seen his 
mother, aud his home, and l\e had letters from two old 
school friends of mine and an army friend who are all located 
in the Philippines. They all speak of him in the highest 
terms. They say he's clean and fine and brainy and coura- 
geous. They say nothing daunts him, and everybody likes 
him, and best of all he's being true to you. He's not running 
around with other girls, nor travelling with the natives. He's 
told them all he's engaged and coming home to be married 
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some day when he's made his fortune. In fact, they said so 
many things in his favor that I began to wonder whether 
you were worth having all that much manliness wasted on you. 
YouTl excuse me, I promised to be frank. Maybe you'll 
think I'm brutal, but I'm interested in that chap out there aa 
well as you and I'd like to see you make good, too." 

^^You certainly aren't very complimentary," said Mar- 
jorie, making a wry face, " but I'm not in love with you, so go 
on. You've been awfully good to me anyway. I guess I can 
stand it. Probably it's all true. I'm beginning to see I've a 
good many faults." 

^^Well, now, you're talking," said Treeves hopefully. 
^' And to tell you the truth it was your telling me the other 
day that you had decided to try my way and give yourself 
to Christ, that made me feel I would tell you all this. That 
and your going over to the works so often and being kind to 
those people. "When I heard how they called you the lady of 
the smiling face, I concluded you were beginning to forget 
your selfishness and think of other people. The fact is, I 
couldn't stand seeing a nice, clean, fine, imselfish chap like 
this Winters tied up for life to a lazy society woman who 
never cared a rap for anything but her own pleasure." 

Marjorie flashed him a curious look of mingled amusement 
and anger. ^* You certainly are frank," she said, '^ but you've 
made one mistake. I've never been over to the works. I hate 
the place. I've never taken the trouble. I wouldn't know 
how to go about it. I guess maybe I am selfish." 

^* You've never been ? Well, who thel dickens is it then ? 
I made sure it was you. But you'll get there now you've 
given yourself to Him. You can't help it. It goes with the 
giving of yourself. Good works are no good as a means to get 
to Heaven, but they are the result of your love for Christ. 
You can't help loving and helping others when you love Him." 

His voice had that reverent gentleness that made Marjorie 
look at him with awe. 
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*' But I have something more to tell you. I wrote to the 
man himeelf, and I mean to let you see the letter. Your 
parents didn't want you to correspond with him, but I think 
you have a right to know the result of my investigations. He 
opened the letter and read : 

" My dear Mr. Treefvee : 

I want to thank you for taking an interest in my affairs and 
for your kindness to Miss Horliss-Cole, for I know you have been 
kind to bring about even this much communication between us when 
we are separated in this impleasant way. 

In answer to your questions I want you to know that I am making 
good out here as fast and as well as I can, and I am enclosing some 
letters from my employers to prove that I am not speaking on my 
own authority. I realize that I did a very audacious thing to fall 
in love with a girl of such wealth and social position as Marjorie, but- 
we love each ouier and I am going to make good for her sake. I dcm't 
believe in asking her to marry me until I have enough to keep her 
in comfort and some luxury such as she is used to, but I do intend 
to accomplish that as quidcly as I can and prove to her father that 
I am fully able to provide for her and take care of her. I think she 
loves me enough to give up the wealth for my sake, but she is very 
young and I won't let her do anything like that. I mean to make 
her father see that I am good enough for her. / MEAN TO BE 
GOOD ENOUGH. 

Thank you for letting me know that she is well and still remem- 
bers, and if you get a chance and think it is all right, give her my 
great love and tell her I'm doing m^ best. 

Yours smoerely, 

Allen Winters." 

Marjorie sat quite still and listened to the letter, her eyes 
glowing with a deep fire of joy. Then she answered quietly : 

^' Thank you. That will keep me for a long time. 1*11 be 
true. I haven^t always heen as true as he thought I was. 
I got discouraged and blue and selfish, I know, and was ready 
to cut into almost anything to have a good time and forget, 
but ifs different now. I^m going to get ready to be a woman. 
I think God is going to help me, too, and I thank you for all 
you have done. I shall be of age in six months, and I shall 
have some money of my own left me by my Grandfather 
Horliss. Fm going to wait until Fm of age, and then I'm 
going to tell father that I still love Allen. If he isn't willing 
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I should stay at home then and write to Allen, I can go away 
somewhere and take care of myseK. But I'm not going to do 
anything wild, you needn't be afraid. I'm going to stop 
being a fool, and learn to live and be happy on a little money, 
so that Allen won't have to stay away any longer to get rich 
for me. I'd rather have him poor than be so long apart." 

^^ I like the way you talk," said Treeves. '^ You're a good 
sport. N*ow, if you'U excuse me for not walking home with 
you, I'll go to a business appointment I have. I'm already 
late. And here's this letter if you care to have it- I've already 
answered it, and I'll add a line to tell him about this interview 
if you wish." 

He handed her the letter and bowed and left her. She 
wandered happily about the Park for awhile with the precious 
letter and then walked quietly home by herseK with a smile 
on her face. But Patiy didn't happen to see that. She only 
saw the remnant of the smile a hour later when they hap- 
pened to meet in the hall, ajid she thought £K>rrowf ully that she 
knew what made it 



CHAPTER XXXIV 

There had been a growing unrest at The Plant ever since 
the murder, and as the day drew near for the trial of Angelo, 
and it began to be almost certain that he would be convicted of 
the murder, the feeling of indignation swept over the little 
community like a wave that could not be controlled, Treeves 
began to feel it in the air. He heard it constantly in the 
fiery talk that went on about him in the shop, and in the hot 
arguments that raged in the evenings when the neighbors 
dropped in on one another and discussed the matter. In all 
this talk Treeves kept silent, although it was known that he 
was working with all his might to help Angelo; still they 
had no faith that he could do anything. What was he but 
a poor working man like themselves ? ^^ Tree '' he was to them 
all now, nothing more. They did not know that he was the 
popular preacher in a big New York church, nor yet that 
he was the owner of a fortune large enough to buy out many 
times the whole Plant. They would have opened their eyes 
wide with incredulous scorn if anybody had told them that the 
new buildings across the river about which they were now 
beginning to have great curiosity were owned and built by his 
design. He was just their fellow-workman, in sympathy with 
them, indeed, and believing he was going to be able to help 
Angelo, but powerless, they thought. 

There was a nmn, Ivan, a low-browed foreigner of a mon- 
grel type with hot, red, hurrying eyes and a tongue that flashed 
forth venom. He was a skillful workman in some special line, 
and there was none like him when he worked, but he was a 
dangerous man, and in league, Treeves believed, with aome 
outside order of anarchists or something of the sort. He had 
watched him much lately and two or three times had beoi 
on the point oi wammg Horliss-Cole about him. Then had 
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desisted, for the man was less dangerous here where he could 
be watched, than discharged where he could work his will 
against them without being observed. 

• •••••• 

It was three days before Angelo's trial, and it was early 
evening. Patty was alone in the great house except for the 
servants. The family had gone out to a dinner given by a 
relative. Even Miss Cole had felt it incumbent upon her 
to accept, though she grumbled a good deal about it all the 
time she was getting ready. 

Patty was always restless when she wafi alone mthout 
duties. Then most of all she missed her father. Also, she 
was worried about Angelo. She had not heard how things 
were progressing in a long time. Since she had learned from 
Hespur that Treeves worked at The Plant she had been afraid 
to go over there lest she might meet him, but she had written 
to Mary della Camera asking how things were progressing 
and if there was anything she could do. As yet no reply 
had come. 

Patty was just preparing to sit down to her solitary dinner 
served to-night in her own room, when the maid came up to 
say that there was a boy down at the servants' entrance 
who insisted on seeing her. Patiy hurried down and found 
Mary's small brother Dominic, a boy of twelve, with eyes like 
great black pansies fringed with black curling lashes. He 
might have been the model for one of BafaeFs cherubs, so 
soulful was his glance. He spoke English well: 

*' My sister send me. She said you would know what to 
do,*' he said in a low tone, looking around furtively to see if 
anyone was listening. 

Fatty drew him into a little storeroom where they could 
talk undisturbed. 

^^ There has been awful things going on,'' he said, looking 
at her eagerly. *' The men are mad. They are going to do 
things to-night They are goiag to mebbe blow up the Works 
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to-night. They are going across the river and put bombs 
tinder the new town over there. JoyviUe, they call it Joy- 

ville ^ Patty caught her breath. " It will be HellvUle by 

morning if something doesn't stop 'em. Nobody can stop 'em 
but Tree and we can't find Tree ! " 

" But why do they want to do a thing like that? '* asked 
Patty, her eyes wide with horror. 

" 'Cause they hate Mr. Hor'-Cor' ! Th^ say he make 'em 
work, work, and little pay. Poor houses and big rent Houses 
leak, and he won't mend 'em. He makes us mend 'em." 

**But the village, the new houses and the church 1 

yfhj should they hurt that ? " 

" They say he build it for his bosses. He build nice houses 
for them and let the laborers live in old houses ! " 

'^ But that isn't so. Mr. Horliss-Cole has nothing to do 
with the new settlement across the river. I know, for I 
happen to know the owner. He is a good man 1 " 

'^ You couldn't make them b'lieve that Nobody couldn't 
make 'em believe nothing but Tree. They think Hor'-Cor' is 
going to get Angelo hung and they^re mad and theyTl kill 
him if they could find him ! Nobody can't stop 'em but Tree, 
and we can't find him. He's gone somewheres else to live 
and nobody don't know where he's at" 

'^Oh," said Patty with her hands clasped together, "I 
know — at least I think I do." 

The boy gripped her hand eagerly, '* Come get your bat 
We go!" 

'' Oh," said Patty, '' I couldn't go to-night, but I can tell 
you where the house is. You know that first house up on the 
bluff across the river? The one you see from your 
front porch?" 

Dominic nodded: *' Suppose he not there ?^ 

'*0h, but Hespur would be — I'm sure — jou eonld tell 
Hespur." 
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• No I '^ eaid the boy decidedly. *^ I tell no one but you 
and Tree.'' 

^ Perhaps I ought to tell Mr. Horliss-Cole and have him 
■end the police ! ^ 

The boy's face darkened. 

** You go back on us, too I You turn yella ! '' There came 
an old man's look on his set young jaw. A look of utter hope* 
leesness, and tragedy, yes, and a desire for vengeance, too. 
^ You tell on us, and get the police and Angdo get hanged. 
Mr. Hor'-Cor' get more mad and turn ufi all out We 
aU die!" 

" Oh," said Patty putting her hands over her eyes, ^^ don't I 
Of course I wouldn't do that! I was only trying to think 
what to do I Of course he mustn't know it Mr. Treeves is 
the one. He will know what to do. I will go with you and 
find him. Wait for me here a minute. I will get my coat 
and hat and go with you." 

^ I am. going out for a little while. You need !not keep 
my dinner for me/' said Patty putting in her head at the 
pantry door, and then she flew up the stairs to her room. 
She was down in a moment more, and they were out in the 
street together. It seemed somehow a reliel The lighted 
gtreets, the people hurrying home to their dinners, the quiet 
stars above: it seemed to give her steadiness. Nothing so 
dreadful as blowing up The Plant and the wonderful village — 
Joyville, Joyvillel He had named it that! Nothing like 
what Dominic had been telliag could happen in a world where 
filings went by law and order. It seemed absurd almost to 
think it could. Then she looked at the set face of the boy 
by her side and hurried on. 

They took the trolley to The Plant It was a full three- 
quarters of an hour before they reached there, and then the 
ferryboat had just gone as they arrived at the landing. The 
tail lights blinked leeringly at them as they looked across the 
22 
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water as if the boat, too, were in league with the deyil against 
righteousness and, peace and — Joyville. 

They waited quietly, not talking, for Patty did not care 
to be seen out there alone with a mere boy at nighty although 
it was early yet, and Dominic hovered in the shadow of an 
old shed and peered out at any approaching figure. He seemed 
anxious and alert, like a man who had much responsibility. 

When they were on board the ferry Patty began to realize 
what she was doing. After keeping out of John Tieevee's 
way for all these months she was going deliberately into hie 
presence ! But then it could not be helped. Dominic mi^it 
not have found him, and HE MUST BE POUND I She set 
her lips in a firm little line and began to try to plan. Up 
there on the bluff a friendly light twinkled out over the watei. 
Some one was there all right. He was likely having his suppec. 
She would tell Dominic to go in and she would remain outside 
in the shadow. If he was there she would tell Dominic to keep 
still about her being there at all. He could take Mr. Treeves 
over at once. They would likely go in the canoe and not wait 
for the next boat, and she would follow later on the boat and 
slip around by a back way to the trolley and so home. She 
was glad she had remembered to bring her veiL Of course it 
was thin, but it would help a little to conceal her identity* 
ShQ loosened the folds and arranged it in full drapery about 
her face. 

Silently the girl and boy climbed the hill, and Dominie 
knocked at the door, while Patty stood in the shadows of Hie 
laurel bushes. The boy had not questioned her directionB: 

But instead of Hespur's tall form standing in the lighted 
doorway when it was opened, there stood a little lame boj 
whom Patty had never seen before, and Dominic did not 
seem to know : 

"No, he ain't here!'* answered the boy prmnptlj. 
*^ Neither of 'em ain't here ! Mr. Hespur he's gone to town f er 
something Mr. Treeves wanted at the big house^ and Hz. 
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Treeves he^s gone out in the woods about a mile. Somebody 
come along a little while ago, some young man, and said there 
was a fellow named Angelo had broke jail and got away and 
he was up here back a piece lying in a bam dying of a shot 
he got while he made his getaway. They said he wanted to 
make a confession and they wanted Mr. Treeves to come and 
hear it. Something about a murder/' 

** It's a lie f muirmured Dominic under his breath, draw- 
ing his old cap down over his young-old face. " It's a LIE ! 
Angelo never broke jail! Angelo knows better'n that, and 
Angelo ain't got no confession to make, 'cause he never mur- 
dered tha,t man ! It's a lie and somebodjr's doing dirty work. 
I better go get help!" and Dominic turned and fled down 
the bluff toward the shore. 

^ Dominic ! Wait ! " called Patty stepping out of the 
•hadow in a panic; but Dominic was out of sight and in a 
moment more she could hear the splash of a paddle. He had 
wrenched the lock of Treeves's canoe and was going back across 
iiie river as fast as he could go. 

Then Patty turned back to the boy. 

** Which way did you say Mr. Treeves had gone?" 
(die questioned. 

'* Straight up that road to the road gate, aiid then back 
along the Pike. He said it was about a mile. The man that 
told him said it was an old red bam back in the meadow 
behind the second farm house." 

*'Did you know the man who brought the message?" 
asked Patty. 

"No, I don't know nobody round this dump. I live in 
the city. Mr. Treeves just brought me out here 'cause I been 
in the horspital havin' an operation and the doctor said I 
needed country air. Ill be glad to get back to town, I will; 
nothin' to see out here but water and boats. Gee ! I'm sick of 
it. Mister Treeves is all right, of course, and Mr. Hespur 
he ain't so bad, but I wantta get back.'* 
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But Pattj had not stayed to hear it all. She was walking 
rapidly out the newly paved road toward the gate of Joyville 
and in a moment more she turned into the Pike. The stars 
were out in thick spring clusters, and a faint little thread of 
a moon himg near the tops of the trees. It was not so dark 
when one got started and the road was straight and wide ap.d 
empty. She was not much afraid. She kept telling herself 
that it was early yet, and no one knew she was coming, so 
why should she be afraid ? Perhaps an automobile would come 
along in a minute and she could ask the people to take her 
a little way. They would think she was going to one of the 
farm houses. 

But no friendly car came, and she sped on her way. It 
seemed miles before she reached the first farm house and there 
was only a dim light in what must be the kitchen window. 
The second farm house was nowhere in sight. She flew on, 
feeling as if she were leaving the last hope behind. It seemed 
an endless way before a dark house appeared, stark against 
the horizon where a luminous spot from the river managed to 
glimpse between the trees. Yes, there was the bam, and a 
faint light flickered, more like a glow than a light. Now and 
then it wavered as if the wind moved it and Patty hurried 
on until she reached the door, then paused an instant to quiet 
her pounding heart. It was almost more than she could do 
to speak, and her voice sounded like a sob of joy as she said : 

*^ John! John Treeves, is that you?*' 

'' Patty ! '' 

He rose from a stooping position over a pallet of hay on 
the floor where a dark form lay huddled, and came to meet 
her. The flickering candle stuck on an old tin can sent flick- 
ering shadows over his face, but there was joy and wonder 
in his eyes and voice as he came to meet her with out- 
stretched arms. 

'' Patty 1 Little Pard! How did you come here?'* 

He took both her hands in his cmd let his eyes devour her^ 
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and for a moment she stood so, looking in hie face speechless 
because her breath was gone. The fright, the unusual respon- 
sibility, the long, hard walk, the terror of the darkness and 
loneliness all seemed to drop from her at sight of hinL She 
felt weak and tired and wanted to drop down and be com- 
forted. But instead she remembered what had brought her 
here, and began to gasp it out even before she had regained 
her breath. 

^^ You must go,'* she pleaded, ^' you must go and stop them I 
They are planning terrible things to-night and no one else 
can .do any good ! '* 

But he paid no heed- to her words, only looked in her eyes 
and said with conviction, " Patty, it has been you all the time. 
I knew it! You have been hiding from me. Patty, why 
did you do it?'* 

" Oh ! ^* said Patty laughing and crying together. *' Never 
mind now, I can't stop to explain. You must go back at once 
to the men. They are going to blow up The Plant, and the 
new village, >and perhaps shoot Mr. Horliss-Cole, and then 
nothing we can do will save Angelo from being hanged I '' 

*' Patty ! How should you know about all this? '^ 

** Dominic told me ! He came to the house for me, and I 
came out here to help him find you, but when he heard you 
were here he shouted something about 'dirty work' and 
somebody being a liar, and rushed off. - 1 think he took your 
boat and went back to get help. You must go quick ! You 
really must. He thought they were planning to do something 
very soon ! He said nobody but ' Tree ' could stop it ! '' 

*' Patty 1 You are the lady of the smiling face I " 

**But never mind now,'' said Patty. "Ge quick!" and 
she began to pull him toward the door. 

John Treeves stopped hen 

** Patty, I can't leave. Look at there 1 " pointing to the 
lanconscious figure on the straw. *' That man is dying. TS% 
is Angelo's good-for-nothing brother. I think he know some- 
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thing about the murder that may set Angelo free. He sent 
for me to take a confession, and when I got here he was 
unconscious. He roused once and said enough to make me 
sure he knows something. I\e sent for a doctor, but I must 
stay and get it all if he should rouse again.'^ 

Patty considered. 

'* I will stay ! '* she said quietly. *' I can take his confession 
and write it down even if I am not you, but I cannot quiet 
those men who are bent on destruction. You will have to go.'* 

Treeves looked troubled. 

" I can't leave you here alone with a dying man, Patty ! 
I think Dominic imduly alarmed. All was quiet when I left 
Besides, Dominic was wrong about thinking there was ' dirty 
work,' as he called it. This man might easily have been 
mistaken for Angelo. I think the messenger was genuine.'' 

Patty looked troubled. Angelo had succeeded in fixing 
upon her mind the necessity for Treeves's immediate presence 
at The Plant. She could not get away from it. 

** You must go ! " she said firmly. " I am not afraid to stay. 
you can send Hespur or somebody when you have time, but 
I am going to stay now. Don't you remember how you used 
to call me Little Pard ? Well, I'm that now and this is my 
job. Go, quickly!" 

" You — Darling ! " he said, and turned and went swiftly, 
calling back, *^ I'll senjd Hespur at once. It won't be long." 

He was gone and she was alone in the great bam with the 
dying man. She gave a shiver and looked around her. She 
had been very brave before him, but she was deathly afraid 
now and trembling in every nerve. Then she bethought her 
of her new-found trust, and dropping on one knee on the 
dusty floor, she whispered: 

" Dear Christ, this is Patty again. Won't you please stay 
with me and take care of me? And, oh, don't let anything 
happen to John — ^f or Jesus's sake 1 " 

Then she got up, and taking the candle went over to th« 
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huddled figure in the corner. Holding the candle high, she 
examined his dark, sodden face carefully, wondering what kind 
of a man he was, and whether she could hope to rouse him 
and get a confession from him before he went away entirely 
from this earth and took his knowledge with him. 

She noticed the features so like to Angelo's as she remem- 
bered them, and the dark curling hair, like baby lamb furs, 
so black and silky. And then to her great fright the long 
lashes on the sunken cheeks suddenly lifted and looked at 
her, looked long, and twinkled with a certain cunning, remind- 
ing her of something — ^what was it, cunning, — stealth — ^some- 
thing dreadful? Ah! The murder. Those were the eyes 
that had looked out from behind the car that day, and slipped 
away before anyone could see. That was the man who had 
crouched below the running board. 

She stopped to think a minute, standing breathless with 
the candle still held high. The lashes had dosed again and 
the man was stiU as wax. He did not even seem to be breath- 
ing. She had a feeling that he was just crouching to 
(spring upon her. Her every breath seemed a prayer. ^^ Help 
me ! Help me ! '* 

Suddenly a great calm came upon her and she knew what 
she was going to do. Kneeling softly beside the man, she 
[q>oke in a gentle voice: 

^^ I am Mr. Treeves's friend. They sent for him to help 
Angelo out of trouble. He asked me to stay here and take 
care of you till he could get back. Is there anything I can 
do for you ? '* 

The big eyes slowly opened again, this time without the 
cunning in them, and searched her face, then seeming satis- 
fied the man murmured : ^^ Water ! '* 

She looked around and found a tin can half filled with 
water, and putting it to his lips, lifted his head and supported 
it tiU he could drink. He fell back almost exhausted with tho 
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effort and for a moment she thought he was gone. Then ht 
opened his eyes again : 

'' Write this down ! '' 

He spoke better English than Angelo. Perhaps he had 
been in this country longer. She searched hurriedly in her 
bag for her pen and a bit of paper. 

^' Angelo did not kill that boss ! '* 

She wrote with hurried fingers while the man watched her : 

«I kill that bossl'' 

She wrote again: 

*' I hate that boss. He go after my girl, too, five years ago.** 

She continued to write: 

*' Angelo did not kill anything 1 I kill I Angela a good 
man. That^s all. I sign my name.** 

She finished the writing and put the paper before him 
against her pocketbook and steadied the pen in his hand, 
lifting his head while he slowly, painfully scrawled out hia 
name ^^ Nicolo.*' 

When it was finished he dropped back heavily. Then 
with an effort he groped in the bospm of his fiannel shirt and 
pulled at something. She tried to help him, thinking he 
wanted more air, and loosed the button, but he drew forth a 
small revolver. 

'^ There ! *' he gasped his breath going fast. *' I do it with 
that ! — Take it to prove ! '* 

Still kneeling and holding the ugly little weapon in her 
hand she heard a sound outside. A car ! They were coming 
for her ! Or perhaps it was the doctor. She sprang to her 
feet and stood watching the door, the revolver still in her 
hand, half hidden in the folds of her dark skirt. The man 
at her feet had fallen back again and had not heard. He 
was beyond all human hearing ever again. But Patty stood 
and waited. 

The car stopped and the door was sudde!nly fiung open 
wide with an oath, and a gruff, " Come on now, you rich man's 
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flon, masqnerading as a laborer! Well teach you to pry 
around into honest men's business so you can get us all into 
jail on some pretext or other 1 Come on, we got you good 
and fast!'' 

Patty stood still, her eyes large with horror, and watched 
them as they came in, three big, rough men with evil faces. It 
seemed to her as if aU the evil forces of the earth and hell 
had united to draw her down to death. Her face grew white 
and her heart stood stiU; with what consciousness she had 
she cried in her soul : *' Oh, God, Help Patty I Oh, (Jod, Help 
now ! " Then she slowly lifted the revolver in her trembling 
hand and pointed it at the foremost man, who suddenly 
stopped and fell back astonished ! 

*' What the devil ! Where's Treeves? Who's the girl ? " 

But Patty had never shot a revolver in her life, and her 
hand trembled violently. She had no idea whether the thing 
was loaded or not, and she did not know how to pull the 
trigger, but she knew that she was going to try if the man 
took another step nearer her. 

The men drew together for a moment and took stock of 
her in the wavering darkness, and stealthy hands went slyly 
to their hips. They were three against one, and good shots 
at that. But who was this girl ? If they hurt her what would 
be the consequences ? They were not ready just at present to 
clear out. They had other fat in the fire. 

^^ Mr. Treeves left me here to take care of this sick man 
for a few minutes while he went after help. He will be back 
right away," she said bravely in a clear voice. ^^ I think I 
hear him coming now 1 " and in her heart she cried, *^ Oh, God, 
bring some one quick ! Bring some one quick I " 

The men were breathless for an instant listening, then 
the foremost cursed out : ^^ Oh — ^none of that bimk. You're 
here to get that man's confession. Well, did you get it? Yes, 
I see you did by the look in your eye. Well, hand it over 
here and well let you go. Come^ we haven't any time to waste. 
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We've got to get out of here. Hand that over asid we^l leave 
you alone/' 

'^ They are coming ! '' said Patty sweetly, with a look like 
summer clouds with glory on them. "They are coming! 
Hespur ! John ! Come quickly ! '' 

And actually out of the night there came the sound of a 
rushing car and voices. Several voices, and one crying, ** This 
way ! This way ! Don't you see the light ? " It was Treeves's 
voice ! He had come back to get her I 

The men looked at one another and cursed in low, quick 
tones, then as one man i^prang back through the door and 
scattered into the night, leaving their car in the bushes, where 
they had driven it. Into the open door they had left came 
John Treeves, anxious, eager, holding a flashlight above his 
head. Came straight to Patty and took her into his arms: 

" You poor little girl ! " he whispered, and then he set her 
free and turned about to the others who had entered. Hespur 
was there first with a white anxious face, and three tall police- 
men behind. 

The sight of their brass buttons brought Patty to 
her senses: 

"There are three men outside. Get them quick I" she 
shouted. " They were threatening me. They came to carry 
Mr. Treeves away ! " 

The policeman made a ;dash into the bushes, blew a blast 
on a shrill whistle, and soon the whole region roundabout 
seemed to be alive with men. 

" Dominic started something when he went back/' smiled 
Treeves as Patty lifted wondering eyes. " He told them some- 
one was out here trying to murder me, and that the lady with 
the smiling face had come out alone to rescue me. They all 
left their plots and came hot foot, and I met them on the 
way. Nothing would do but they must come back with me. 
Hespur brought the policemen. He belongs to the dispensa- 
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tion of law and order. When he got back to the lame kid 
and found you had been there and gone off alone in the dark, 
he 'phoned the police station and almost demanded the state 
militia to come out after you/* 

A little later when the body of the dead man had been 
carried away in the car that the three men had left, John 
Treeves and Hespur took Patty back to the little stone house 
on the bluff for supper, and then Treeves took her home. 
Word had just come that the three men had been caught, and 
were being taken to the lockup for the night, and Patty rested 
back in the car beside Treeves feeling that the awful cri&is 
was about over. 

'^ Patty/* said Treeves as the car flew along under the 
stars, ^^ do you know that when your mother died ^^ 

*^But my mother isn't dead, John ^^ said Patty 

startled. 

*T mean your own mother, little Pard ! When your own 
mother died, your father wanted my mother to take you and 
bring 'you up as her little girl.'* 

'' Oh ! '* said Patty. 

*^ Mother couldn't do it because my father was at the point 
of death and she had to give every minute to him. But after- 
ward, when he was gone, and she would have taken you, your 
father had married again, and your new mother had insisted 
that you should never know that you were not her own child ! " 

« Oh ! " said Patty. '' Oh 1 " in a relieved tone. " Then 
that makes it all plain ! Oh, if I had only told you before I 
might have understood ! " 

They had so many things to talk about. Patty had to tell 
him all about it then, how she had overheard her mother and 
sister talking and how she had come away, and found some- 
thing to do. And how they had somehow traced her to the 
mountain house ; and how she had been afraid to recognize him 
because her father would not want her mother to be dis- 
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graced. The story seemed so much shorter now than when 
she was living it. 

They were still sitting in the little reception room near the 
library talking when Miss Cole came home ahead of the others 
who had gone on to some other function, and she paused 
astonished, then came grimly in and greeted Treeves as though 
he had been a constant caller on Patty. 

" We may as well tell Miss Cole now, Patty/* said Treeves 
with a glorified look at the girl. "Mise Cole, I want you to 
know that I have just asked Patricia Merrill to be my wife 
and she has said yes, and we want your blessing. You needn't 
feel that it is a sudden thing, for weVe been in love with each 
other since we were children, I think, only I somehow lost 
her and she wouldn't be found ! '' 

Then they all talked at once and Miss Cole found herself 
with Patty in her arms, talking as fast as any of them. 

^^ There's only one thing," said Patty wistfully after it was 
all told, " if Daddy only knew ! I'm sure he'd be glad how 
it's turued out, but if he only knew I " 

" Perhaps he does ! " said Treeves gently, looking at Patiy 
with an adoring smile. 

"No, I don't think he does yet," said Miss Cole grimly 
with a twinkle behind her eye, " but he stands a pretty good 
chance of knowing pretty soon. I may as well tell you that 
I've been raking South America with telegrams for sometime 
and I have pretty convincing proof that Daniel P. Merrill isn't 
drowned at all. He was booked on that ship that went down, 
but he didn't get to the shipping point in time to go, so he 
is safe, and he's on his way home now. I had a telegram 
to that effect last night. As no one knew where his daughter 
Patricia was, naturally she didn't get any word." 

Patty gave a little scream of joy and smothered Miss Cole 
with kisses. " Oh, Daddy ! Daddy ! " she cried. " Can any- 
thing be more wonderfidl And here I thought I had lost 
everything out of my world ! " 
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" But I can tell you. Miss Patty Merrill/' went on Miss 
Cole, "-'you had better get ready and take the first train for 
the West to-morrow morning, for there's a terrible to-do about 
you out there. It seems you own the house that your step- 
mother and sister are living in at present. The property was 
your maternal grandfather's legacy to you and everything was 
so tied up about it that the poor selfish ladies couldn't get 
anything but a mere pittance to live on till you were there 
to sign the papers. They couldn't prove that you were dead, 
though they had almost reached the point of trying to, and 
so they have been dependent on charity. You left the old 
family lawyer, your guardian, in a terrible fix, too, when you 
cut and run. You'd better get back and fix things up. Your 
stepmother has been almost turned out of the house." 

" Oh ! " said Patty wonderingly. " How strangely every- 
thing is turning out I But I don't care for the old house, or 
property or anything now. I'll give it all to them. What 
do I want of it? John and I are going to live in JOY- 
VILLE ! " and a beautiful light broke out on her face, and 
was reflected in Treeves's face. 

It was after Miss Cole had left them and they were saying 
good-night that Patty voiced a misgiving: 

"I'm — ^not good enough for you, John," she whispered. 
"You're so wonderful 1 I never really prayed till a little 

while ago — but ^" and she whispered very softly, "I've 

given myself to Him, and I think He's taken me." 

" That is better than being good, darling," he said as he 
kissed her reverently. None of us are good. It is Christ 
living in us that makes us anything at all." 

A few minutes later Patty knelt beside her white bed 
and prayed: 

"Dear Christ, this is Patty again, and I guess it will 
always be now, because I am yours. I knew you wanted m^ 
and accepted me to-night because you heard my prayer and 
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saved me in that awful time — ^and saved John, too— -so now 
I^m yours for whatever you want. Oh, Christ, youVe been 
so good I I love you ! ** 

She knelt there in the moonlight a little while and let Him 
bless her, and then she crept into her bed aad slept. 

N*o haunting shadows of the evening's horror came to 
trouble her rest, for she was dreaming of Joyville. 
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